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His fragile dresses-his delicate woolens

How to wash his woolens,

His flannels, so expensive, so hard to keep from shrinking!
They must be washed so often!
To wash them like new, use two tablespoonfuls of Lux to

a bowlful of water. Dissolve in boiling or very hot water,

whisk into a thick lather and add cold water to make the suds

lukewarm. Put the woolens in, and work them up and down
To launder his fine dresses N

For his fine white garments, dissolve a tablespoon-*
ful of Lux in a gallon of boiling or very hot water
and whisk into a thick lather. Put the clothes in
and souse thoroughly. Squeeze the suds through—Jo
not rub. Rinse three times in clear, hot water, and
dry in the sun. Dampen, then press with a hot iron.
Air until thoroughly dry before putting away.

his blankets and afghans

in the suds to expel the dirt. Then squeeze the suds through
the garments. Do not rub. Rinse three times in clear water,
the same temperature as the water in which you washed the

garments, dissolving a little Lux in the last rinsing water.
Squeeze the water out. Do not twist. Dry in a moderate
temperature. Press with a warm iron.

His delicately-tinted silks

For his tiny silk things, whisk a tablespoonful of Lux into a
thick lather in half a bowlful of boiling or very hot water.
Add cold water till lukewarm. Wash quickly, squeezing the
suds through the garments. Do not rub. Rinse three times
in clear, lukewarm water. Squeeze the water out—do not
wring. Dry in the shade. When nearly dry press with a
warm iron—never a hot one.

Your grocer, druggist or
department store has Lux
- Lever Bros. Co., Cam-
bridge, Mass.

Lux won't hurt anything
pure water alone won't injure.
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Experiment

R. America has learned
to look upon his
brother, and he likes

him. He has seen that
his brother has black eyes and
flaxen Lair and that he speaks
in many tongues. But that
does not disturb him. There
is a curious admixture in his
own being. It isawholesome
melding of people and forces
that has given him his national
flavor. The American flavor |

A Frenchman is French, a
Chinaman, Chinese, but who
can call the American any-
thing but international? '

He marches down the ave-
nue, row after row, shoulder
to shoulder. What breed rubs
his elbow? Whatever it is, it
in his own. kind—American.

Mrs. America hangs gay
flags before her house, flags
of many colors. She leans from
her window and nods to her
neighbors hanging flags from
the balcony next door. They
look down into their crowded
street where the band plays,
and they smile contentedly at
the younger Americans. They
have a whole world in com-
mon— these Americans.

What can it all mean?
This conglomerate, vari-faced
people who with all their mys-
terious heritages are some-
how one-American? It would
seem to mean that we are a
league of nations, a living ex-
periment in Internationalism,
an experiment to be sure, for
we are in the making, but
one which should make of us
a people capable of sympathy
and understanding with all
the peoples of the world.

Price of McCall's Magazine

10 cents a copy at any news-stand
or McCall Pattern Agency. Sub-
scription price $1.00 2 year <12
issUes). . Canadian postage; 25 cents
extra: foreign postage, 75 cents

pires with this copy. ~Send your
renewal within ten days, so you will
not miss tile next number.

Itsubscriptions arc stopped promptlv
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Promise and Fulfilment

UTH never lacks reminding of the respect it owes to Age. There is a

Yoduly which seems to me still more sacred— the duty of Age to Youth.

Youth has its dignity, too, its cherished dream, its hidden hope, its

sacred fire. The older person who truly understands, is a rare and
wonderful human being.

To grow old beautifully is an achievement. People are a little like things.
New England homes are full of old mahogany more valuable than any new
and shiny furniture the shops can offer.. There was real quality in the begin-
ning, simple, beautiful lines fashioned from solid wood by hands that had a
feeling for beauty. The years have softened, toned and richened them.

There is other furniture, cheap, tawdry and ornate in the beginning, with
shiny varnish lavishly applied to hide inferior materials and poor workman-
ship. A brief hour of pretense and the varnish cracks, the wood warps and the
thing is exposed in all its ugliness for what it is.

The other day | mended a bit of old brocade picked up in a shop on the
other side of the world. There was a strip of golden braid across one end.
Curious to see what this precious bit of cloth had been two centuries ago, |
ripped it off. Shining gold and bright rose color lay beneath. It was
beautiful as it came from the needle so many years ago, but not nearly so
beautiful as now when age had mellowed and blended its tones.

It is so with people. 1 have seen the old women and old men of many
lands. They are pretty much the same the world over.

I have spent an hour with one and come away feeling as though I had
been on a mountain top and seen a big view. | have come away eager for all
the joys and sorrows of life that I, too, might be tried and made strong. |
have come away from another, shuddering, afraid of the years.

Most of us treasure among our friends some dear older person to whom
youth was only yesterday. She is a banner of hope, a promise of life. We
know others to whom life is a hideous complaining, waiting for the end. They
have begrudged the price they paid for life. They have forgotten youth.
They wither every young thing that comes near them in the blast of their
bitterness.

Beautiful youth is fine, but beautiful old age is far more precious, for it is
both promise and fulfilment. It is during periods of chaos such as this that
Youth’'s demands upon Age are most severe. Age clings to familiar ways,
Youth plunges down untried paths. To march, to keep abreast, to under-
stand the changing vocabulary of the times, to sympathize even though it
cannot applaud— this is the debt Age owes to Youth.
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Settin’-Rooms

HE War Camp Com-

I munity Service sug-

gests that our homage

to those who went out
so gallantly to die, take a
frankly utilitarian turn. This
is good modern thought and
we are for it. Beauty, poised
on anything but a sound and
practical base, is apt to fall
and shatter. But build the
sound and practical base, and
beauty of its own accord may
light thereori.

Necessity mothers many
things besides invention. A
common grief is the greatest
of all barrier breakers. We
have swept aside a horde of
artificial standards in the
months just past. We must
sweep away still more and
see to it that no busybodies go
about building them up again.

Where they stood we must
build a memorial for those’
who are gone, by giving com-
fort to those who remain,
and we must tyork to create a
world where there may be no
recurrence of the colossal dis-
aster.

There is a big idea fo-
menting. Manhattan, Kansas,
has perhaps the best demon-
stration of it in its “Municipal
Sitting-Room and Parlor,” a
war growth, but, we hope, a
peace fixture. Why not? A
community  “Settin’-Room 1"
Let's have one for each city;
one for the state, the nation—
yes, one for the world, too.
What wrong or alien thoughts
could be fostered if we all sat
comfortably “a-rockin’ in the
Settin’-Room” talking things
over in amity and peace?

Change of Address

ive four weeks' notice, Be
=410 10 give your old address (com-
plete). as well as your new adiress
T possible give the date you sub-

Advertisements

McCall's will not knowingly insert
advertisements from other-than re-
fiable firms. Any ~advertisement
found to be otherwise should be
reported immediately to THE
MCCALL COMPANY.
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Being Re-Absorbed Into Industry

Private Regi vanStuy-

vesant unexpectedly

meets hisbuddy, Corporal
Murphy, on the

Ex-Army doctor visiting patient suffering from nerves. “ What's up,
A venue

nurse, shell shock or shrapnel?”’

Former war correspond-
ent who must get inspi-
ration for an article on
“ Community Kitchens”

The eminent
miniaturepaint-
er who Went
over with the
camouflage

| € Ex-bear-cat,

_carps, f_lnds it croix de guerre,

im posslble' to distinguished

get anything service cross,

but the broadest etc., doing some
effects

early-morning
patrol duty
again

No, it's not an accident. It's

just despatch-bearer Jones who

thought he heard the whine of
a 77 shrapnel shell

over



For FLOORS

cheerfully clean

For shining smooth

TILING

Jhor easy

modern DISHWASHING

For bright

SILVER-CLEANING

For greaseless

KITCHEN RANGE
* #

For fresh

sanitary MoPs
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for a “FRESH START”

The world is going to be a fresher,
brighter place to live in.

But you’'ll need help! And what-
ever saves work for womankind on the
inside of the home, gives her more
peace— and more liberty for outside
work.

That’'swhere Gold Dust saveswork-
inside the home.

Here are a few uses for Gold Dust
whichwomen themselves havesuggested
to us. Perhaps some of these uses will
give you afresh start, and help, too, when

you come to spring cleaning this year.

For purified
DRAINPIPES
##

For softening
HARD WATER
PR
For " sweet”
DAIRY UTENSILS
# o #

For spotless
KITCHEN CHAIRS
##

For white
unspotted DRAINBOARD
# o #

For cleansing
FIRELESS COOKERS
# #

For bright

NICKEL FITTINGS
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The Brunswick Method of

Reproduction includes the
Ultona, a new conception in playing. The Ultona con-
sists of an arrangement of the several necessary repro-
ducing diaphragms upon one tone arm. This is an all-
in-one arrangement, with no attachments— nothing to
take off or put on.

At a turn of the hand, the Ultona is adapted to play
any type of record. The proper diaphragm is presented,
the exact weight, the precise needle. Thus the require-
ments of each type of record are met.

So each record, whatever make, is played exactly as
it should be. The Ultona demands no sacrifice in tone,
as attachments often do.

The Brunswick owner can choose records without
regard to make. Every singer, every band, every
musician, every selection may now be played at its best
on the one phonograph.

. Equal in importance to re-
' R eason N©n 2 production is tone amplifica-
tion. The Brunswick Method of Reproductionalsoincludes
a new idea in acoustics— The Brunswick Amplifier.

Old-time ideas were at variance. Some makers still
cling to metal construction. Others use a combination
of wood and metal—a wooden horn and a metal casting
as the “throat.”

But the Brunswick Amplifier is oval in shape, and
built entirely of wood, like a fine violin. Itis molded of
rare holly-wood.

Sound waves require uniform amplification to reach
their fullness. You will note that The Brunswick tone
is richer and more natural. Strident, metallic notes are
absent.

Make comparison. Let your ear decide. Try to find
an equal to Brunswick tone.

You're bound to end such a search at a Brunswick
Shop, where every opportunity will be given you to de-
cide for yourself.

Hear this remarkable instrument before you decide.
And you'll avoid regrets.

The Brunswick-Balke-Collender Co.
General Offices: CHICAGO and NEW YORK

Branch Hi in Principal Cities of Canadian Distributors, Musical Merchandise
U?i?ecd ﬁé‘.sels’\lﬂnexirclgc;% c';.f;fa Sales Co.. Excelsior Life Building, Toronto
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Through the Hawthorn Hedge

By Bess Streeter Aldrich

RS. CORVIN'S boarding-house stood dark and
silent, its windows lighted palely by the cold
glimmer of the street lamp. Only one gleam of
yellow light, hidden by the black bulk of the
house on the corner, fell upon the snowy roof
of the side porch, and in its ray stood a girl.

She was a distractingly pretty girl, in a soft, rose-colored
kimono and the most frivolous of gray suede slippers. A
thick braid of fluffy brown hair hung to her waist, and the
band of white flannel around her neck detracted nothing
from the rose-pink of her cheeks or the Irish blue of her
wide eyes.

“Mrs. Watson!” she called in a voice that had seen lusty
service in basket-ball. “Mrs. Wa-AT-son I' But no window
in the next house gave forth a glimmer. Everyone had gone
to the lecture. An automobile rolled swiftly by on the paved
street at the front, the purring of the engine dying away in
the distance, and silence closed upon her again.

Something clammy lighted on her nose. Horrors! It
was beginning to snow again! “Hoo-hoo-o00!" she called.
Her voice came back to her thinly, echoing from the heed-
less walls. No answer came from the deserted street. She
was beginning to shiver, and a cough strangled her voice in
her throat.

She ran once more to the edge of the roof. She could
jump. “Yes, and break my ankles,” she thought, “and faint
and be covered with snow when the girls come home. They'd
think | was the wood-pile.” She laughed nervously, and
shivered again.

So this was the way they all felt, was it?—Babes in the
Wood—Princess in the Tower—and she, on the roof of the
porch of a boarding-house! Irrepressible laughter bubbled
again, tangled with something like a sob. Ages went past, it
seemed, while she huddled there.

The sound of steps on the side street at last seemed to
stun her, so that she made no sound. A man was passing
quickly with long, swift strides. Through the muffling sensa-
tion of nightmare she struggled for her. voice. “Hoo0-00,"
she called frantically. “Help me—please—hoo-o0! Help me,
won't you?”

The man stopped immediately, turned, and came gingerly
through the snowdrifts in the Watsons’' back yard. “What
is it?” he asked a bit impatiently, stopping under the clpthes-
line and looking up at the girl. “What's wanted?”

The girl leaned down toward him. “I'm so sorry to
bother you—but everyone has gone to the lecture—and |
feel so silly to tell you—but—1 got out on the roof to cool
some candy—and it locked—the window, you know—and
I've got a sore throat—and I'm so cold—" Her voice
trailed off.

The man said something to himself. She caught an as-
tonished exclamation. Then—*“Where can | get a ladder?”

“There's one in the bam, | think—but you see—even if
I get down—1 can’'t get in—for the night latches are on.”

“Couldn’t you go into some friend's house until your peo-
ple come home?”

She waved a despairing hand. “Look at them! Every-
body’s gone to the lecture. | suppose you were going too?”

“l had intended to,” he admitted, “but that's all right.
Say, | have it—1I'll get you down and take you over to the
Auditorium and you can find your parents.”

OODNESS gracious!” she laughed hysterically. “1
have on a kimono—and my hair is hanging down my
back—and I'm a public-school teacher.”

He threw back his head and laughed, too. “I beg your
pardon. You look like a little girl, up there.”
He began trying doors and windows. *“I guess you'll

have to come up and break my window,” she called as he
came back from a fruitless trip.

“I1f we are going to break windows,” he suggested, “it
might better be downstairs here. You'll want your own
room as warm as it can be.”

He strode off to the barn, from which he returned with
a long ladder balanced across his shoulder. He placed it in
a snowdrift by the kitchen wall and held it firmly.

“Come on,” he called. “Be careful.”

When she was halfway down, one of the inadequate slip-
pers dropped.

“See here,” he said, “you can’'t walk in this wet snow.
I'm going to carry you around to that porch.”

“You'll be sorry,” she warned him* “1 smell awful lis-
teriney.”

He took her off the ladder and rounded the corner of the
house to a small, built-i
feet between the refrigerator and a washing-machine.
couldn't see his face. There had only been time for the fleet-
ing impression of his fur-lined coat and his muscular strength
—and a certain sense of confidence in his personality. She
wondered vaguely if it was true—that a person radiated
character like that so one could tell—even a stranger—and
in the dark—

“Now then!” he had the big coat off and was putting it
around her. “Isn’t thisa tub? Sit here. Draw thataround you.
Keep your feet warm. Is there a hatchet here—or an ice-pick ?”

“There's a hammer on top of the refrigerator, I think.
I'll get it.”

ILLUSTRATION BY GERALD LEAKE

“You sit still.”

“You're kind of bossy!”

“And it strikes me thatyou need a little bossing,” he retorted.

Crack! Crack! The girl shuddered and put her hands to
her ears. Crash!

“Now!” he said decidedly.

The girl stood up. “I've been so much trouble. I'll be
good all the rest of my life. I'm so sorry you've missed
part of the lecture.”

“But you're missing it all.”

“Maybe it's just as well,” she laughed. “Redfern's a
great author, but he’s a rank pessimist and a cynic and he
might have converted me. Well, I must go in. Three Fiends
are haunting me— Tonsill Bronchitis and Pneumonia; and
the greatest of these is Pneumonia.”

“Promise me you'll take quinine and a hot bath.”

“1 promise.”

Safely inside, the girl touched a nearby switch and flooded
the room with light, then turned toward the porch. The

She caught an
astonished ex-
clamation.
Then — “Where
can | get a lad-
der?”

effect was of a painting framed by the broken window—
one of Reynolds' languid ladies turned mischievous. The
gay, chrysanthemum-covered kimono infolded a winsome
maiden whose fluffy hair was as wind-blown and tangled as
Fanchon the Cricket's. She held out her hand from the pic-
ture frame to the man standing in the shadow. He took the
little cold hand in his left one.

“1 don’'t know whom to thank.” Her eyes questioned him.

“You can thank—John Smith—who was just in town
between trains. And it's lucky for you that he was. What's
your name, Miss Imprudent?”

“Jane Jones.” She made a laughing grimace, so that he
knew she was not telling the truth. “Thank you again.
Good-by, John Smith.”

“Good-by, Jane Jones.”

Upstairs again she gave herself a hot bath, took quinine,
rubbed her abused throat with evil-smelling drugs—libations
on an altar to appease the wrath of the Three Imps—and
went to bed. But not to sleep. She loved to entertain the

girls with funny anecdotes—
and this was rich! How they
would laugh! She had her amus-
ing story all ready when they
came.

Her roommate opened the
door cautiously and tiptoed in.
“How’s your throat, Honey?"”

She sat up, stifling a manu-
factured yawn. “Fierce. How
was John Bruner Redfern?”

RFECTLY grand. He

looks just like his pictures.

It's mighty queer he's
escaped matrimony. His talk
was immense! But he was hor-
ribly late—we sat and sat—and
he had his right hand—his ges-
turing hand you know—ban-
daged—and he made no ex-
plana—"

But wide-eyed—wild-eyed—
the girl in the bed had dropped
back on the pillow and pulled
the blankets over her head.

The doctor came on Satur-
day morning. After he had
gone, the girl, propped up in
bed with two and three-fifths
degrees of temperature to her
discredit, told the other teach-
ers about her adventure, the
names that had been exchanged
—everything. They were in-
credulous. She was fibbing, they
told her, but the yawning win-
dow, the author's bandaged
hand, his late arrival, all at-
tested to the truth of the story.

“Now, isn't that just your
luck?” Dora, the roommate,
was disgusted. “1 could have
fallen off the kitchen roof and
cracked my head and either the

janitor of our school or that foolish Perkins
boy would have found me.”

All day long the girl lay and paid, in fever,
for her escapade. In the late afternoon, after
those throbbing, drug-scented hours, a florist's
box arrived, directed to Miss Jane Jones, 1424
Sycamore Street.

With that naive interest in each other’s af-
fairs which women who are living together,
display, four excited girls bore the box upstairs
to the touching accompaniment of “Here Comes
the Bride.”

“You silly things!” the girl greeted them,
and for the first time resented the old fa-
miliarity.

HERE were roses—a mass of them—

Caroline Testout roses, their silvery-rose

petals just showing the cherry-red of
their hearts. The card bore the magic name,
“John Bruner Redfern.” Tucked among the
flowers was this brief note written in a very
piratical hand

Which Fiend is it? | earned the right to know.
I'm in Mill City over Sunday—at the Hawkeye—and
being “kind of bossy” expect an answer to my guestion.

John B. Redfern.

How should a school-teacher address
Genius? Remembering, with mortification, how
a school-teacher had addressed Genius, she
wrote several ladylike notes—formal, stilted

[Continued on page 34]
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For Sale—Second Hand—4

By Mary Heaton Vorse

“Man s work s from sun to sun,
But woman'’s work is quickly done
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00,000 Kitchen Stoves

Thats Mrs. England s new motto—National Kitchens, National
Restaurants and Traveling Kitchens are ringing the knell of the

old cooking range.

left home was
The subject

HE last conversation | had before 1|
with my neighbor, Mrs. Nickerson.
was food.

“What,” she inquired, “will we be eating next?
Little did | dream 1'd live to see the day when
Isiah ate fish four times a week and at that, whit-
ing— I'll always call 'em whiting, no matter if they do call
‘'em silver perch in the market.” For Captain Isiah Nicker-
son owns a forty-five foot fishing sloop and, like many other
fishermen, gets sick of the sight of fish and will only eat
meat. “But,” she went on, “with the price of meat what it
is, and beans dearer every minute, and butter going up all
the time, and buying Liberty bonds, and the Allies to feed
and all, we can’'t any of us live like we used to.”
Every single one of us knows this. None of us—what
with Liberty bonds and the Allies to feed—live as we used
to, and it's going to be a long time before we can again live

as we did, because we have now a world to feed. We have
Belgium, Poland, the Balkan States, Russia perhaps. The
people of the new Central Republics must be fed also. Not

only must they be fed, but these countries will have to be
restocked with live stock of every kind. Until this is done,
Mrs. Nickerson, on the New England coast, and all the
women like her, east and west, will not be able to go back
to the old careless all-the-bacon-you-want days—those days
of riotous rib roasts and porter-house steaks and unlimited
cake— real cake—not war cake.

So my old friend, the High Cost of Living, saw me off
and he was waiting for me in England, for the first thing |
heard spoken of when | got there was food. If he was wait-
ing for me on the very shore, some of his most outstanding
qualities had been changed. His mysteriousness, for instance,
had vanished. Prices with us have been as elastic as rubber
bands and as uncertain as mercury and the weather. No one
seemed to be getting anything out of it either. The farmer
didn’t nor the retailer and certainly not the consumer.

The staid English Government, which, we believe, has a
passion for doing things as it has always done them, has
tampered with the courses of the stars. It has taken over
the whole question of the fixing of the prices of foodstuffs,
which meant cutting out unnecessary middlemen and chang-
ing the former helter-skelter method of distribution to an
orderly and economical one.

AD England kept on with the old ways of doing things,
large portions of English people to-day would be un-
derfed—some would be starving. Instead of this, Eng-

land never has been so well fed. There was a time when the
immutable laws of supply and demand were still active and
chaos reigned in England. Housewives spent half the day
standing in queues before the markets. Butchers and grocers
held back meat and groceries for their favorite customers.
Working women had to spend hours in the queues before go-
ing to work, if their families were to eat. This was before
the Government interfered with what is called the “natural
laws.”

The first thing it did was to tackle the bread question.
A four-pound loaf of bread is now sold in England for 9
cents. This has been the price ever since the Government
has regulated bread, but flour is dear, and so every loaf of
bread eaten in an English family is partly paid for by the
Government. The English loaf is subsidized. It costs Eng-
land two million dollars a year to keep the large loaf down
to 9 cents.

Then the Government began fixing other prices, espe-

cially the price of meat, but it was soon found that for prices
to be fixed it was neces-
sary to take over the
question of distribution.
So presently England was
in the meat business.
When Mrs. Nickerson of
Plymouth, England, goes
out to buy meat for her
steak and kidney pie, the
wholesale dealer is her
Government and there is
no mysterious “THEY"
juggling with the price
of life's necessity.

At first it may seem
a strange occupation for
an imperial government,
but every government in
the world has been in the

meat business, or that part of government which supplies its
armies, but until this war it has not been customary to in-
terfere with the meat industry for the good of all the people.
In this war, however, where all the people were mobilized, it
obviously became the business of government to see that the
nation as a whole was kept healthy. It was bad for the
country that their working women should waste their strength
standing in a line for hours, or that the professional women
who kept house should live for months without butter be-
cause they had no time to stand waiting to buy it.

NE cannot but wonder why we should wait for the

urgent business of war to arrive at the idea that the

people of a nation must be fed. A nation consists of
its people—its strength and health cannot be divided from
theirs. The draft figures showed us how many of our young
men were not fit for military service. A very large majority
of these were unfit through bad early conditions, especially
faulty nutrition during childhood.

After the Government became established in the provision-
ing business, the next step was rationing. The retail dealer
was rationed. He got as much beef as his trade warranted.
The grocer was rationed in sugar, tea, fats, and so on. Mrs.
Nickerson and all the consumers of England were rationed.
They got as much beef per head as England could let them
have. When Mrs. Nickerson goes to market at present she
takes with her her rationing book, which is printed in six
colors. But she cannot trade anywhere; a dealer is as-
signed to her. The ration book has coupons for six months
for meat, sugar, jams, tea, lard and butter. All these she
gets with her little coupons.

And here is an interesting thing. There was a time when
England, since she was the largest ship owner, was better
fed than her Allies, France and Italy, but presently in order
that America’s troops might be fed the Governments pooled
the ships of the world. (A thing like this has never hap-
pened before. What this means is too great for the imagina-
tion.) So it came about that Mrs.. Nickerson of Plymouth,
and Madame Gautier, in her little village in France, could be
on terms of equality.

By the system of rationing, a fair distribution of food was
arrived at. Many of the luxuries were cut down. The peo-
ple in England are still on a very short sugar ration. Unless

They come for their “penn’orth o’ rice puddin’'”

Will Mrs. America follow suit?

you bring your sugar with you, you cannot get a sweetened
cup in a restaurant. This is not so much that there is a
sugar shortage in the world, but that England voluntarily
limited herself in the luxury of sugar to save tonnage— ton-
nage which was used to carry the very best of every kind of
ration to our boys fighting in France. The contrast between
us is interesting to note. We voluntarily limited ourselves
in wheat and fat and some in sugar, and it took quite a
good deal of scolding from Mr. Hoover to make us do it.
England did not appeal to the chivalry of its people. “Pooh-
pooh,” it said. “People will do quite as well without all this
sweet—they can have just so much.” Children under six get
a larger ration and have their own food books like the
grown-up food book with *“child” marked across it, and
with the intimidating notice on the book:—

£100 or iraprison-
k.

Perhaps English children under six do not scribble the way
American children do.

This system of rationing has been very popular in Eng-
land because of its democracy. People of every class fare
alike. There were some cases of favoritism of course, but
these were summarily punished. For instance, you may read
that Florence Boreman was sentenced to twenty-one days’
imprisonment for using a ration book to which she was not
entitled. Emma Denman, Camberwell, was condemned to a
month’s imprisonment for falsely obtaining and using a
child's ration book, and there was George S. Tropnell fined
$200 for selling meat without coupons to an unregistered
customer. And the profiteer gets it too. Albert Smith had
to pay a $2,200 fine for selling wholesale meat to the Stock-
port Cooperative Society at a price above the maximum, and
Messrs. Carr and White paid a fine of $5,300 for selling jam
to a retailer at excessive prices. For the English people do not
evade their laws with the same airy gestures with which we do.

guarded through food rationing. What is known as the

milk priority scheme, which gives milk to expectant
mothers, has been brought in. Every baby gets 172 quarts
of milk and extra sugar from the day it is born.

Women doing the heavy work in mines, quarries, manu-
factories, pit women, and so on, get fifty per cent more than
the man’s food ration. Women in indoor trades, too, get a
supplementary ration. Boys of thirteen to eighteen get
twenty-five per cent more meat than grown-ups, unless their
fathers happen to be doing the very heavy work. Invalids
have special rations, and if you are a vegetarian or a Jew,
and do not eat pig-meat, you get special fat rations.

Spreading out the food so that it would go around and
fixing its prices was not all that England did. Having gone
into the food business, it went into it thoroughly. It began
to establish National Kitchens. These kitchens are dotted all
over England, and the Government sells to its people food at
cost prices. A system of such accurate reckoning is kept that
sometimes, after having served thousands of people, a kitchen
turns in a budget of $10 surplus for the week. There are
kitchens everywhere in London, and those in the poorest
part of the town have as good an equipment, as good cooks
and as good meat as the one in Chelsea which is patronized
largely by the artist colony and professional people.

On the top of a bus I went for miles out from London
the Magnificent to the London of mean, drab streets. A
town of hopeless and monotonous sordidness, of a different
temper from anything | have seen with us. If I could find

one word for it, it would
be hopelessness. There
was hopelessness in the
sag of the slatternly
women'’s skirts, hopeless-
ness in the children’s torn
clothes. You imagine they
come from homes where
women were too discour-
aged to use a needle and
thread. After miles, it
seemed, of such streets,
we came to a kitchen
which had been builtover
a swimming bath. There,
in this poor part of the
town, food is cooked and
steamed and roasted in

[Continued on page 3cl

IN a hundred ways the health of the nation has been safe-
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The Day the Clock

Was Set

Ahead

By Jennette Lee

ILLUSTRATION BY ROBERT K. RYLAND

RS. CYRUS TRUEFOOT sat by the window

shelling peas. She was a tall, fair woman with

faded blue eyes and a little droop to the corners

of her mouth that made her face, as it bent

above the peas in her lap, seem meek and sub-

dued. But when the eyes raised themselves
swiftly to the clock it was evident that the face was critical
as well as meek. A faint anxious line came between her eyes
as she looked at the clock and her fingers hurried.

The clock pointed to twenty minutes to eleven.

A step sounded on the stone door-step outside. She
started. A soft dull color came flooding into her sagging face.
Her eyes, fixed on the peas, did not look up. Her fingers
moved with steady swiftness, flashing at the peas and back.

Cyrus Truefoot, in the doorway, did not glance at her.
He crossed to a desk on the other side of the room and sat
down, reaching for a pen. For a few minutes there was
only the sound of his heavy-moving pen and the soft_rustle
of pea-pods. Then he folded the letter and stamped it.

“Where is Asa?” he asked over his shoulder.

She gave a little jump that became a half startled, pla-
cating smile as she looked up.

“Why, | don't know—just where he is,” she said. It
seemed to her that the clock was ticking very loud.

“I want he should drive over to the station and meet
Ellen when she comes,” said the man. He got up, taking the
letter from the desk.

His wife’'s eyes followed him across the room. He was
tall and strongly built and he carried himself with an air of
authority.

“Aren’t you going to use the horses for the oats?” she
asked.

“No.” His hand, on the catch of the screen-door, paused.
“You tell Asa—"

He lifted his eyes to the clock and stopped—his hand
dropped from the door.

“Who— 1" He pulled his watch from its fob pocket and
looked at it sharply, and again at the clock.

“Who's been meddling with that clock!” he said. She
glanced at it meekly—as if she saw the clock for the first
time. She hesitated a minute.

GUESS maybe Asa turned it ahead.” She gathered up

the pea-pods in her apron as if for flight. But a figure

moving across the open window beside her caught her
eye and she sank back in her chair, glancing almost breath-
less, it seemed, at the screen-door.

The face outside looking in and smiling was a little blur
of haze to her. Something clouded her gaze.

The boy flung open the door and came in.
quickly at his father.

“Say, Father— !I” He stopped.

The man, with the open-faced watch in his hand, mo-
tioned to the clock.

It pointed to five minutes to eleven.

“Did you—?" He moved the watch sternly. The hand
holding it trembled a little.

The boy's glance flashed to the clock and then to his
father's set face. But it did not lose its smiling, unflinching
confidence.

“l turned it ahead—yes, sir—standard time. 1 thought
maybe you'd forgotten.” He spoke easily, almost defiantly.
But the brightness in his face flushed clearly. He did not
look at his mother.

Her fingers were fussing at the empty pods, picking them
up and crushing the juicy shells with tense grip. Her eyes
were looking down. The man glanced at her sharply. He
looked back to the boy. There was something almost con-
temptuous in his gaze.

“How many times do | have to tell you not to touch
things that don’t belong to you!” He spoke as if to a child.
But the eyes that flashed back a look of watchfulness were
on a level with his own.

“1 didn’t suppose you wanted to be an hour behind every-
one else,” said the boy. *“1 thought you'd just—forgot.”
But he faltered a little at the last word. His father’s au-
thoritative eye was on him, and a year in college had not
made him forget that his father's word was law.

The woman by the window stirred slightly.

“1 don’t think he meant any harm, Cyrus—"
her with a gesture. His glance was on the boy

“1f I choose to keep the right time, that's my affair. Do
you understand!” The boy bit his lip. Then the
habit of years asserted itself.

“Yes, Father.”

The man nodded. “Just because a few folks are so
lazy that before they can get out of bed they have to fool
themselves with the clock—that's no reason why 7 should be
always chopping and changing, is it!” Something in the
boy’s quiet gaze seemed to nettle him—something almost like
a smile that lurked in it as if his father seemed to him a
little absurd. The man's face flushed dully. He glanced at
the clock—almost with a look of veneration it seemed.

“That clock was running before you or me, or anybody
that's living now, was born!” he said solemnly. “And years
before that. . . It is a tradition in our family that it
shall never be allowed to run down.” The boy stirred, as if
something restive awoke in him.

“Your great grandfather, Asa Truefoot, the one you are
named after, bought it and wound it up and set it going for
the first time. And it has never stopped since!” The old
man stood gazing at the brass face.

The boy’s look stole to the clock almost sullenly. Some-
thing of the veneration in his father's face seemed to pass to
his—but not quite. He straightened himself.

“You can turn it back any time you want to,” he said.

He looked

He silenced

“You can not turn back a clock like that!” re-
plied his father.

The woman gathered up her apron of pea-pods
and stole from the room. As if with her going the
two faced each other a little more firmly.

“It's right with the rest of the world anyway,”
muttered the boy.

“Don't answer back!” said his father sharply.
“When you are older you will have more sense!”

The boy shrugged his shoulders—almost imper-
ceptibly. He did not mean to shrug them. He did
not want to irritate his father. Especially this morn-
ing he wanted not to irritate him. . . . He had
come in, glowing with dreams, to ask something of
him. And now the world seemed tumbling and every-
thing he wanted in it was tumbling about his ears.

His father glanced at the clock. “I want
you to drive over to the twelve o’clock train
to meet your sister when she comes.” He
spoke quietly as if nothing untoward had
passed between them. But his face was
white, and it looked a little tired the boy
thought as he glanced at it quickly. Per-
haps after all he might speak now—and
have it over with.

“l wanted to ask you something,
Father— ?”

“Well?” A certain benignity returned
to the tone.

“1 know you don't want me to enlist,”
he hurried on.

“Not unless
drafted,”
father.

“And they won't draft
me till I'm eighteen—so of
course that doesn't mean
anything!” He spoke a

you are
corrected his

High above her hovered a dot that swung and turned

ground.

little impatiently as if the subterfuge irritated him. Then
his voice became conciliating again.

“But | want to do something else—1'd like to leave col-
lege if you don't mind, sir, arid begin my life work now.”
He spoke with a kind of wistful firmness. But he stopped,
taking breath. His father’'s face smiled a little coldly.

“What do you propose to do?” he asked.

The boy’s glance sought the window. Great clouds were
sailing by outside in the June sky. The dazzling light seemed
to touch his spirit. He drew himself up.

“1 want to learn to fly,” he said simply.

His father was silent. The clock ticked very loud.

“l don't mean just for the war,” went on the youth

eagerly. He hurried a little. “1 mean—forever! After the
war is over. There will be flying things to do—all over the
world. 1 want to be an airman, Father!” His voice rose
with a lilt. He seemed to be rapt in a vision.

The clock ticked another round.

Then his father’s voice broke it.

“You'd better hurry or you'll be late for the train,” he
said casually.

The boy sailed slowly down from the clouds—and blinked.

“May I, sir?”

“Go to the train? Yes!”

“May | learn to fly?”
his sides

The man laughed grimly.
The boy’s hands were clenched at

OU certainly may notl” said his father.
moment as if wrestling with something.
sister left home
nothing—"
“She was twenty-one!” broke in the boy.
“Your mother has missed her terrible,”
rebukingly.
“Mother’s a strong, hearty woman!”
“She's strong maybe. 1 didn't say she'd give out, did 1?
But she misses Ellen sorely. 1 don't know where you both
got such notions! Not from me, 1 hope! 1 want you to
understand once for all—You will stay in college until you
graduate—if you are not drafted. Then | expect you to
come back here and run the farm as | have done. There’s
more than one way to serve your country. You'll help the
country to eat. Everyone of us Truefoots has

He paused a
“When your
I kept still and let her go and said

said his father

in hesitating circles and came nearer the

She bent above him and scanned the face, and her hands loosened the wet clothing

left the farm a little better than he found it.
you a better farm than my father left me.”
proud consciousness of merit.

7 shall leave
He said it with

“Grandfather was something besides a farmer,” mut-
tered the boy.
“He was Judge of the Superior Court, yes. But he did

not leave the farm.”
“And his father was Governor,” persisted Asa.

cusing him of failure. “They took what came to them,”
he said sternly. “The honor sought them out: They didn't
go highfalutin’ around, flying off to the ends of the earth.”

A little gleam came to the boy's face and he laughed out
suddenly.

“I'll bet you if great-grandfather Truefoot was alive to-
day he'd be flying over the house this minute!” He said
triumphantly. He laughed again.

“Be quiet!” said his father sternly. “Don’t you know
better than to speak like that of—of—of the dead!” he fin-
ished lamely. He was annoyed that he could not find a
better word to end with. He walked with slow dignity to
the clock and opened the long narrow door where tile pen-
dulum swung. It was as if he opened a shrine. As he opened
it the clock began to strike. He reached out a hand to the
pendulum and touched it reverently. It quivered through
its slender length and remained motionless. The striking
ceased. He closed the door and faced his son, who was
watching with curious, fascinated gaze.

“In an hour I shall start it again and set it right,” he said.
“Now hurry or you'll be late for the train!”

Cyrus Truefoot passed through the kitchen. He still held
the letter in his hand. “You tell Asa | want he should mail
that when he goes by the office.” He laid it on the table.

“Don’t you need the horses for the oats?” she asked
timidly. “Ellen can come in the stage all right.”

“She's not going to come in the stage!” retorted the man.
“1I'm not going to have her traveling up here in all that dust!
We've always met our folks at the depot. 1 reckon we can
yet for awhile. Where are my gloves?”

He stepped to the door. Baxter, the hired-man was cross-
ing the yard.

—I—HE man’s face flushed as if the boy were covertly ac-

[Continued on page 50]
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Riding the Victory Wave Into Germany

A Woman’'s Story of Her Dash Across the Border in

PILL your camionette with supplies and
start for Germany within an hour!” It
was Red Cross Headquarters speaking.
“Go first to Metz and see if you can find
any of our boys there. The American
prisoners are being set free from German
prison camps. Help them in any way you
can and cable the name of every re-

leased prisoner to his nearest relative in America.”

In a few minutes, less than an hour, 1 was

ready. My Ford camionette was jammed to the

steering wheel with 25,000 “smokes,” with cartons

of chocolate and American chewing gum, with

warm woolen socks and sweaters. Last, but not

least, | added writing paper, for experience had taught me

that a sheet of paper and an envelope ran neck to neck with

a toothbrush as the greatest treat in a doughboy's life! As

a postscript to the load, | threw in a bundle of blankets for

myself, lest my night on this unplanned journey should be

bedless; then I climbed to my seat, and was off, remember-

ing with a smile that my last trip to Germany had been on
a train de luxe out of the Gare du Nord.

For five months | had been a Red Cross worker among
15,000 patients in a huge army hospital fourteen miles from
the American front. But now the armistice was signed.
The everlasting “convoys” of the wounded, gassed and sick,
winding their way day after day and night after night, came
r.o more. Little remained to do but to pour the men as
fast as possible out of the wards into the wonderful Ameri-
can hospital trains which ran straight into the hospital
grounds. The first stop was to be Bordeaux; the next, so
every doughboy whispered to us fondly, would be—home.

Several times during the American offensive in Lorraine
I had plodded through the sticky mud of Northern France
up to the heights outside of Toul and looked over into Metz,
that grimly fortified German city whose heritage was French.
Once, on a particularly black and friendly night, I had mo-
tored quite close to the German trenches, clambered up steep
wooden steps leading to the American guns which sur-
mounted the hill-top and tried to follow with my eyes the
trail of the shells as they sped into Germany. Always had
I secretly conspired with the other war workers in the hos-
pital to march into Metz behind the American troops—a
vague, fantastic plotting that usually ended in laughter and
jokes. And now on this bright, crisp Sunday morning |
was really to go to Germany, not behind the army, but as
an advance guard.

From Toul my route lay through rolling French country
over miles and miles of camouflaged roads.

During their four years of occupation, the Germans had
lined these white French
highways with one long wall
of slender twigs interlaced
with leaves,- seven or eight
feet high. Hidden behind this

Search of American Prisoners

By Marion B. Cothren

imitation forest, which from a
distance melted naturally into
the landscape, they had moved
guns and troops and launched
their attacks. Later, at the
turn of the tide in 1918, this same wall had
served the Allies well, covering their pursuit
of the retreating enemy.

The Ford rattled along through the rem-
nants of tiny French villages reclaimed but a
few weeks before by the Americans in the St. Mihiel
drive. The grave of the town of Essay was marked by
one defiantly tottering church steeple. The once flour-
ishing town of Pont-a-Mouson had as its sole inhabitants a
big black and white tabby with her five kittens. Perched on
top of a pile of stone, the downfall of some proud chateau,
the mother cat was giving her off-springs their morning bath
in the bright sunshine. It was a common sight to see dogs,
some as badly gassed as men or horses, wandering back to
civilization from the villages deserted by the Germans, but
here was pussy undisturbed by Huns or howitzers. Evi-
dently she had stayed to prove the truth of the old adage

that “cats are attached to places, not people.”

Past such strange scenes amid the familiar scenery |
dashed, slowing down over temporary bridges built by
American engineers to replace those blown up by the Ger-
mans. Then suddenly I noticed that although the country-
side appeared the same, there were no longer shattered,
gutted villages. Instead, here were neat hamlets of sturdy,
red-roofed houses, the townsfolk going busily about the
streets on their daily tasks. Wondering, | glanced at the
names over the little country stores; they were unmistakably
German. The sign-post, too, read: “Nach Metz.” Yes, |
was in Germany. 1 had crossed that invisible line which
separated France and Germany in the geography. No one
had stopped me. No one had demanded my “order of mis-
sion,” so necessary to move from place to place. If the
truth must be told, | hadn't one. | knew that no Americans
were allowed in this French “territory of occupation” with-
out a pass from “G. H. Q.” But | had taken a chance, re-
lying on my Red Cross uniform—the emergency had de-
manded it. And | had won.

Within an hour | was bumping over the cobblestones of
Metz. Many times my French neighbors at Toul had talked
to me of “the most beautiful and greatest city of Lorraine,”
lost to France seventy years, but certain to be won back.
Night after night, when the booming of heavy artillery had
shaken my doors and windows, | had imagined that America
was both winning and destroying Metz for France. But here
she was, untouched by shell-fire, a perfectly whole, clean
and very Germany-looking city. Not a German soldier was
to be seen, however. Even the statues of the Fredericks and
Williams had been pulled from their bases to celebrate the
French army’s entry. Emperor Frederick lay in the bottom
of a fountain, gazing mournfully at the sky. Only Marshal
Ney stood erect, serene, as he had through all the German
occupation, guarding France's ideals, awaiting her return.

In French | asked a civilian the way to a hotel. He an-
swered me in a language that had long been unfamiliar to
my ears—German. Now one heard it
spoken everywhere. As | parked my cami-
onette in the Platz, little round-faced,
blond-haired children surrounded me, beg-
ging me in German to buy helmets, trench
knives, bayonets, any of the army trap-
pings which they had pilfered from the

The statues
of the Fred-
ericks and
Williams
had been
pulled from
their bases.
Only Mar-
shal Ney
stood erect,
serene

near-by barracks. | could get any-

thing that caught my fancy—for

marks or for francs or, better still, for choco-
late. So I traded a cake of French chocolate
for an officer's spiked helmet with a blatant
“Gott mit uns” embossed in gold across the
front—a bargain when one realized that in
France Americans were paying as high as S50
for the same souvenirs for their best girls back
home.

At the Hotel Europe, | ate my first Ger-
man meal—real chicken soup, the first | had
tasted since leaving the States; carrots and
potatoes; gray, flabby beef, and bread that
was, oh, so black and rather sour. | was told
I could get no milk of any kind, no eggs and
no butter. Butter was formerly $10 a pound,
but at present was not to be had at any
price.

But | had not come to Metz to see
the sights, nor to hunt for souvenirs. My
dinner over, | went to the Hotel de Ville,
or City Hall, and saw the French Com-
mandant in charge of the city. He told
me that already thousands of released
prisoners were streaming into the forts
and barracks near Metz. *“Perhaps some
were Americans.” He would
send a French officer to show
me the way and | could see for
myself.

So off we started to Fort
Goeben, a towering German
fortress outside of
Metz. The French had
taken possession a few
days before and were
engaged in a
sort of fall
housecleaning
Going out were
trucks full of

fCon. on page JO
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CHAPTER IV

change his mind and spend
the evening with me, but for
a conviction that he didn't
want that any more than |
did; that he was as anxious
to escape from me as | was to
escape from him. My suggestion
that he go to a show somewhere,
brought clearly to my mind ex-
actly what I wanted—two hours,
including dinner, with Jane Page.

Jane's piece, an emotional
drama called A Night in May,
had turned out to be the big suc-
cess of the season. Having come
to town in March, it was now, in
August, still packing them in and
turning them away; this will give you an idea of the.sort
of thing it was—a regular three-handkerchief affair. And it
was Jane’s, in the complete sense indicated on the bill-boards
by the prepo: n “in” following her name, as distinguished
from the preposition “with” preceding it.

Jane, then, was an actress. A great many sorts of peo-
ple get spoken of in the newspapers as actresses—chorus girls
who ran away from home only last week, cabaret singers,
ladies who, having murdered their husbands and been duly
congratulated by the jury, have got a month's engagement
in vaudeville. But Jane was a real, hundred per cent actress,
as her mother had been before her. She had been playing
parts ever since she could remember. The stage was more
than her profession; it was her world, her school of life, her
point of view.

It had never been romantic to her. It was her profes-
sion, just as a sailor’s profession is the sea. And, just as the
traditional sailor regards the landlubber with an aversion
tempered by curiosity, as an incomprehensible being, actuated
by strange motives, possessed of strange ideas, and addicted
to the asking of preposterous and blankly unanswerable
questions—a being, in short, to be sheered off from arid given
as wide a berth as possible—so Jane regarded, though she
didn’t altogether relish my telling her so, the sort of persons
she called “outsiders,” who scraped introductions to her, or
presented themselves at her dressing-room door without any,
who tried to rope her in for teas and supper parties, who
couldn’'t understand when she was hungry or sleepy, or what
she regarded as a good time, who mingled an excited curi-
osity about her and a regard for her as a celebrity, with the
disposition to patronize which one bestows, let us say, on a
lioness in the zoo.

I'D have pressed him lo

HERE did | come in then? For certainly | was a rank
outsider, if ever there was one. Well, that was, we
agreed, just a bit of luck for both of us, due, if you're
curious for the concrete explanation, to the interposition of
an acquaintance we happened to have in common, who per-
suaded her to come to me rather than to one of the regular
theatrical lawyers for legal advice about one of her contracts.
My friendship with Jane led, of course, to my forming
other acquaintances among her colleagues, and, as time went
on, | accumulated quite a circle, so that more often than not,
there would be somebody in town to whom I'd be expected
to send flowers on her opening night, whom | should take
out to supper occasionally at one of the roof gardens, or with
whom | should have the sort of nursery-tea-dinner that their
profession imposed upon them.
I may say that almost the only point upon which Letty
and the Baldwins were completely agreed, was in looking

They were almost of an age. And I—well, 1

By Henry Kitchell Webster

Author of “The Real Adventure”

ILLUSTRATIONS BY J HENRY

decidedly askance at this branch of my social activities. It
was regarded as the maculate page in my otherwise fairly
written ledger of life. It was what came of being a
middle-aged bachelor. Not quite incomprehensible, perhaps,
men being what they undeniably were, but regrettable,
certainly.

SUPPOSE it is only a paradox, and not a real contra-
diction, that a part of their indictment against me lay
in the fact that | would never lend myself to schemes

for securing Jane, or any of her lesser sisters, to be the orna-
mental celebrities at teas, nor rope them in to give mono-
logues at entertainments for charity. My refusal personally
to conduct box parties “behind the scenes” to stars’ dressing-
rooms on opening nights, was simultaneously interpreted as
mere selfish obstinacy and as an admission that my friends
of the stage were not the sort that nice people could meet.
But | didn't try to explain any of them, let alone Jape.

It was a great piece of luck for me that this was one of
her matinee days, which meant that she would be in town,
on tap, as it were, after those two distressing scenes with
Letty and her son. Except for the matinee, she would have
been more inaccessible, for she was living that summer in a
garage—really a sort of combined porter’s lodge and garage,
miles up the shore near High Forest, on the sort of place the
newspapers speak of as an estate. Its owner had gone off
to be a dollar-a-year man at Washington.

Jane had the run of three or four acres of lawn, flower
gardens, tennis-court, swimming-pool—all the accessories of
a palace, without the inconvenience of living in one, thanks
to the failure of the owner to get for the palace itself the
enormous rental for which he had held out.

The garage (that was how Jane always spoke of it) af-
forded all the room she wanted, and was not more than her
paid companion, an elderly cousin of hers, and a general
housemaid, could keep up. She said it was almost too good
to be true, and | agreed with her, but with the reservation
that it kept me from seeing as much of her as | should have
done had she been living in town.

But this, as | have mentioned, was a matinee day, which
meant that the hours from six until eight were mine for the
asking. And a couple of hours with Jane was just what 1|
wanted.

We were avowedly fond of each other. | was as confi-
dent of the stability of her affection for me as | was of the
permanence of mine for her. On both sides it was, or seemed
to be, a static thing, not leading us anywhere. We began,
after long, letterless periods of absence, exactly where we had
left off. And, what is perhaps more to the point, we left off,
after good, long visits, where we had begun.

was Uncle Hubert

Neither of us worried about
the other’s intentions. For the
first year or so of our friendship,
Jane had kept, standing in type
as it were, a gentle sisterly re-
fusal against the possibility of my
breaking loose and showing a
disposition to make love to her.
But this probationary period was
now safely passed. She knew the
main facts of my emotional his-
tory, just as | knew hers.

Hers, 1 may say— for you who
don’t know it—had been incredi-
bly uneventful. Having seen her
on the stage, surrendering with
passionate abandon to a lover's
embrace at the end of two hours,
during which she had been tem-
pest-racked by more emotions
than fall to the lot of an average =
person in a lifetime, you are
likely, 1 suppose, to take this assurance of mine with in-
credulity. But | ask you to remember my statement that she
was that comparatively rare bird, a really trained actress,
which means that she did not rely upon an extemporized,
whipped-up, emotional excitement for the production of her
dramatic effects. During the preparation of a part, indeed,
she did live at high tension, getting inside, to the best oT her
imaginative ability, the character she meant to project. And
yet she kept incorruptibly and objectively outside it, look-
ing on, seeking, rejecting, at last finding and completing the
minutiae of bodily movement and vocal inflection which
would create the illusion she sought.

But once this series was complete, and the technique of
it mastered, she could murder her husband every night, go
on trial for her life, swing through the whole gamut of terror,
fury, remorse, despair, and the ecstatic bliss of acquittal at
the end, with no more expenditure of physical or emotional
energy than | put into a reasonably fast set of tennis.

From her earliest childhood, she had seen too much of
the manifestations of erotic emotions to be the victim of
curiosity—the falling in love with love, the sentimental sub-
stitute for the real thing, which leads, 1 believe, so many
young girls to marry. Remember, too, ihat marriage was
not an end in itself to her, not the alternative either to a
frustrated life of dependence, or to an uncongenial economic
struggle. To Jane, on the contrary, marriage was the rock
on which a promising career might easily enough split. She
had confided to me her resolution never to marry outside her
profession, until and unless she was prepared to abandon it,
and never to fall in love inside her profession as long as she
could possibly avoid it. She indulged no false sense of
security here. She knew well enough that it could happen
to her. Often, indeed, and with quite amazing candor, she
discussed “symptoms” with me. But so far, she had escaped.

opposite her, were always, don't forget, her competitors

for your favor. She had the well-behaved actor’s exact
sense of what was every man’s due as well as what was her
own, and when it came to authority, she tolerated no trans-
gressions. Often, then, when you, in your orchestra seat,
have seen her the object of a love-making which seemed to
you irresistible, Jane herself has been viewing this rapturous
lover as the poaching, pilfering thief of your applause.

I'm aware that | have taken an unconscionable amount
of space talking about Jane, without answering either of the
two questions you will long ago have asked. “What does
she look like?” and “How old is she?” As it happens, neither
of the answers is very important. And both are, to a certain
extent, misleading.

—I—HOSE beautiful leading men whom you have seen play
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She is of that middle stature which .enables, her to look,
upon the stage, tall and terrible when she likes, and equally,
at will, small and helpless. She's generally spoken of as, and
considered, a beauty. And I, at least,am not the man to deny
it. Yet, certainly, that quality, if she has it, resides in no
Praxitelean perfection of any of her features. And her hair,
though abundant, is merely the typical American brown. In
summer time, if you enjoy the privilege of looking very close,
you will see a powder of freckles over the bridge of her nose.
The texture of her skin is very fine and has a lovely bloom
upon it. But that is true, | guess, of most actresses.

Of course the thing that draws your gaze to her and holds
it fast, the stirring thing, the thing you tingle with, has noth-
ing to do with any of these mechanical details. It's more
nearly related to her perfect roundness of trunk and limb,
the poise of neck and head upon her lovely, sloping shoul-
ders, and the blending of power with grace in her face. But
mostly, of course, it is her eyes—or, rather, what looks out
of them. A clear Northern blue, they happen to be.

As to her age, | hesitate to reveal it, from a fear of dis-
crediting my pretense to speak with authority about her, for
fear of hearing you say, “He doesn't know as much about
Jane Page as he thinks he does.” But she went on the stage
when she was six years old, she gave her five-thousanth per-
formance in New York just before she came on to Chicago.
And, to the best of my knowledge and belief, corroborated
by the access | have enjoyed to Jane's very complete col-
lection of photographs of herself, she was, when 1 first met
her, just half my age.

All of which demonstrates the absurdity of reckoning
age by years. In the extent and variety of her experience,
and in her tolerant, realistic way of taking life, she has the
power, now and then, of making me feel a mere schoolboy,
though 1 own that | have known her to do things from
which a sensible child of twelve would refrain.

In two syllables, then, after all these lines, she's a darling.

AND it was a wonderful comfort on that distressing after-
noon to know, after noting by my watch that it was
twenty-five minutes to six, that if | hurried down the

street a block or two, walked along a corridor beside the en-
trance to the Liberty theater, nodded to a respectfully fa-
miliar stage-door keeper and called her name through a cer-
tain red door to the right of the proscenium opening, | was
as sure as human certainty can be, to hear her voice, in a
tone of pleased surprise, telling me either to come in, or to
wait half a minute, as the case might be.

The moment was propitious, so | hadn't even to wait
the Pickwickian half a minute, but was called straight in
and enthusiastically, kissed (I hadn’t seen her of course since
my return to town) and my coat of tan duly admired.

“l wish 1 could have gone along,” she said, and 1 in-
dulged in a private grin over the notion of Jane on a thirty-
five-foot motor-boat with Rollin Hunt and me, up there in
the wilds of Georgian Bay. It was a piquant idea.

She had backed into the hands of her maid for the com-
pletion of her hooking up. “I'm specially glad you
came to-day,” she went on, “because you're just in
time to rescue me from a dinner. Some St. Louis
people—a man and his wife. They're at the Con-
gress. They've kept after me to come to dinner
with them, until finally | gave in and said to-night.

What time is it? They were going to call for me
at six.”

I told her it was quarter to, and she said cheer-
fully that that was all rightthen. She'd just scratch
a note and leave it with the stage-door man. “That
I had to have a conference with my lawyer. You
see that's true. You are my lawyer, aren't you?”

I found myself with-
out a word to say to
her and, for the mo-
ment, no more
words had she

“Entirely and always,” | said.
it's thin. 1 warn you they won't like it a b

“Well, it's their own fault,” she said. “They could have
seen | wanted to get out of it, the first time they asked me.
People like that always try to give you about six courses,
and generally are late starting. And | have to stuff to be
polite, and rush and get to the theater, ten minutes late, and
feel as if | had swallowed a paper-weight, and give a per-
fectly rotten performance.

“It’s true, Jane, dear, but

EXPECT we'd better go out through the alley,” she con-
cluded, as she pinned on her hat and caught up her knit-
ting-bag. “It would be just like them to come about
fifteen minutes too early. There's a letter on the table there
I want you to read. Put it in your pocket and come along.”

I asked her if she wasn't even going to scratch the note
she had spoken of, but she said there wasn't time. They
might be appearing any minute now. An oral message with
the doorman would do just as well.

Well, I wasn't the keeper of Jane's conscience. | had
abandoned pretensions to that job long ago. A dozen dis-
appointed hosts and hostesses, in various quarters of the
city, might be gnashing their teeth’to-night over carefully
prepared dinners in her honor, for all | cared.

“Who's the letter from ?” | inquired, as we sneaked along,
comfortably arm in arm, down the alley.

Jane laughed. “It's from Sindbad,” she said.
landed in San Francisco.”

Now, as Jane hadn't heard from the gilded barbarian to
whom she applied that nickname, for more than a year, |
had attained the hopeful conviction that he was either dead
or locked up somewhere. It would have been equally ser-
viceable, of course, if his diversion from the pursuit of Jane
had turned out to be due to some other beautiful lady's hav-
ing become the object of his amorous siege—some lady, per-
haps, less indomitable. Though this didn’t seem likely.

I shouldn’t have minded the recrudescence of Sindbad so
much, had Jane taken it in the proper spirit. But the levity
with which she recalled certain outrageous performances of
this turbulent suitor of hers in the past, and speculated as to
what would ensue upon his promised arrival, within a few
days, in Chicago, annoyed me.

“He isn't a joke,” | grumbled.

“Even his name’s a joke,” Jane retorted.  “Elmer Elmore.”
At which bit of frivolity I shut up, until we were seated in
Jane’s favorite corner of her favorite restaurant, and a din-
ner ordered utterly unlike the six course one she had de-
faulted. But when these details were arranged, and Jane,
getting a sock out of her knitting-bag and sedately going to
work, commanded me to read Sindbad's letter, 1 launched,
instead, upon my argument to the jury. There was no need
of my reading his letter. Jane had already communicated
its contents to me.

But now was as good a time as any, | felt, to tell her
what | really thought about the situation and the serious
mistake she was making in treating it thus lightly.

“1f you persist in regarding him as
an amusing diversion LT

Jane reached over and patted my
hand. “But, honey, child, that's just
exactly what he is. You never know
what he’'s going to take out of those
pockets of his next—a handful of dia-
monds or a cannibal's nose-ring.”

But this time the
effect of her little
caress was not—
nor, | think, was it
meant to be—sooth-
ing. 1 went on,
rather more warmly
than before, with
my argument. This
Elmore was the sort
of person that we
idiotically permitted
to be at large, and
went on laughing at
for a nut, because,
in the first place, he
was rich enough to
buy his way out of
the consequences of
his outrageous
escapades, and be-
cau:e, in the second
place, he hadn't—
yet—done anything
tragic. “We wait
with a man like that
until he kills some-
body, and then let
his lawyers get Up
in court and prove
that he's been a
dangerous paranoiac
for years. That's
why | want you to
let him alone. It's
just a question of
time before he
breaks out and does
some hideously in-
sane thing. And |
don't want you to
be the person he does
it to. Why, Jane,
you might as well
carry a bottle of
nitroglycerine

“He's just

It gives me
the creeps, when 1
think of the possi-
bilities. And yet you
go on treating him
like a joke.”

“Will you tell me
what other way
there is of treating
him?” she asked me
quietly, and her
tone brought me up
with ajerk. “Ican't
avoid him, can 1?
He can find out,
any time, what city
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I am playing in, and if he wants to come to that city, he can
find what theater I'm in. He can come to the theater and
buy a seat, and he can wait for me outside. What's to pre-
vent him from doing that?

“1 can't have him shut up in an asylum; at least, as you
say, not yet. And if I try to make a fuss, what can | do?
Get him put under bonds to stop molesting me? A lot he'd
care for that! If | treat him as a joke, it isn't because |
haven't thought

“Of course if | wanted to start imagining the poss
ties, as you call them, wondering, every time | went out on
the stage, whether he mightn't be in the audience and get up
and begin making a scene, or expecting him to grab me every
time | stepped out the stage-door, why, I could get nervous
and hysterical enough about it to satisfy—anybody. But |
don't see what good that would do, so I try not to think about
it. 1'd rather be shot than live half dead with fear that |
was going to be.”

Well, if I had sought out Jane to-night for diversion—
for the disentanglement of my mind, for a while, from the
plight of the distracted mother 1 had talked to in the after-
noon, and the white-faced boy | had found at the open win-
dow in my partner's office—Jane had en me what |
wanted. But that remark of hers, concerning her refusal to
live in terror of a thing she couldn’t help, brought it all back.

COMPLIMENTED her on her philosophy, retracted all

my complaints, and then tried to change the subject by

asking her what she had been doing, the last two weeks,
to win the war. Jane is a great patriot, for, in addition to
knitting a couple of pairs of socks a week, selling Liberty
bonds and soliciting contributions for the Red Cross and the
Y. M. C. A,, she also takes seriously, and furthers all she can,
the maintenance of the morale of our land and naval forces.
She dances with Jackies Sunday afternoons. | don't know
how many boys at the front she writes letters and sends
photographs to. She’s constantly having beautiful little sen-
timental adventures that spring from gquite casual acquaint-
ances, from her habit, for example, whenever she sees a man
in uniform struggling along with a suit-case, of picking him
up in her taxi and taking him where he wants to go. I'd
hate to try to estimate the number of hearts, under the khaki
or the blue, that think they beat as one with Jane's, here and
in France.

So, when | demanded a recital of her patriotic activities
during the fortnight that I had been out of town, it was in
the natural expectation that for the next hour Jane would
do the talking, and that I, listening, amused and touched at
once, would have leisure to get my.nerves in time again
after the impact of young Arthur's white-faced despair.

But my inquiry must have rung a little flat. Or the ex-
pression of my face betrayed me. For Jane, after enumerat-
ing an item or two, and searching my face with an affection-
ate, penetrating gaze, accused me of not listening, and de-
manded to know what was on my mind.

Well, after all, it must have been this rather than dis-
traction for which 1 had unconsciously come to Jane. Be-
cause it was with a sensation of immense relief that | began
telling her the story.

I hadn't the slightest misgivings about it, no sense that |
was violating a confidence, for | identified the lad only as
the son of a client of mine and, as | have explained, | had
never attempted to amalgamate Jane with what I may call
my family circle. She had no gossipy curiosities whatever
and wouldn't even think of trying to guess the identity of
the boy whose story | was telling her. But she was—as al-
ways, bless her heart—good to talk to. You can see every
light and shade of a story reflected from her face. She gets
not only the point of it, but the background of it, the im-
plications, the—pardon this highbrow word— harmonics.
When she is interested, that is to say. When she’s not, she
makes as bad a job of trying to listen intelligently as any-
body I ever saw.

But this story of Arthur’s’got her. and, long before it was
concluded, brightened her eyes with tears. She mused over
my recital a minute or two, then looked up at me as if about
to speak, but checked herself.

“Oh, go ahead!" I told her. “If you've got any idea at
all, you're better off than | am. Let's have it.”

“Oh, it wasn't an idea exactly,” she said. “And all it
would do, if 1 told you, would be to make you say that |
was never anything but 2n actress.”

I suppose | betrayed my enlightenment with a rather wry
grin. Jane was seeing a play in it

can't help it. When you hear about things that have

happened, don't you wonder, sometimes, what sort
of lawsuits they'd make? But that doesn't mean you're
heartless—nothing but a lawyer.”

I instantly acknowledged she was right, but still I couldn't
see how Arthur’s predicament made a play.

“Well, of course,” she said, “there’d be a girl who was
in love with him, all the time.”

“That would be you, | suppose.”

She nodded absently, this being too obvious to call for
comment. “In love with a coward. In love with him, you
see, before | found it out. And then, too much in love for
it to make any difference. That would be nice and horrible,
wouldn't it? Especially if I was the only person who knew
he was a coward, and was trying to keep other people from
finding out. 1'd have to do some terribly dangerous thing—
take his place, don't you see? And pretend it was he that
had done it. And then, at the end, I'd have to find out
that he was really brave after all. And he'd find out that |
thought he was a coward. And 1'd have to plead with him
to forgive me.”

I wasn’'t much interested in Jane’s play. “It ought to be
a hit,” | said callously. “That formula has been sure fire
for at least a hundred years.”

She stared. Then, after a moment’s reflection, acknowl-
edged, with a rueful smile, the justice of my criticism.

“Oh, | wish,” she sighed, “that something would happen
that wasn't worn out before | was born!” Then, a moment

W ELL," she said defensively, and with a faint flush, “1

later. “Do you suppose he really is brave after all? Your
boy, I mean.”
“It took a certain sort of courage,” | acknowledged, “to

come and tell me, in so many words, what was the matter
with him, instead of trying the noble, humanitarian bluff.
But whether it's the sort one needs for going after a Boche
with a bayonet . . . "

We both sank away into a sort of reverie about it over
our coffee. She had no practical suggestions to offer, of
course, as to what was to be done about it, and she had too
much good sense to irritate me with impracticable ones. We
were still sitting that way, silent and thoughtful, and warmly
content with each other's society, as we were wont to be
when settled down for an uninterrupted hour together, when
Arthur himself, alone, came into the restaurant.
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CHAPTER V

focussing to attention of those thoughtful eyes of hers,

so that | said: “Who is it?”

“1 don’t know,” she answered. “He looks like somebody.
Turn around and see if you recognize him.”

I turned, and it was my movement that caught Arthur’'s
eye. He flushed and stood stock still. Whereupon I did the
only thing there was to do and, with a nod, invited him over
to our table. Then, as he began making his way toward us,
I turned back to Jane.

More must have been legible in my face to her penetrat-
ing eye than | had supposed. | must have started and flushed
at the recognition just as the boy did, because, in Jane's eyes
there was the flash of an unspoken question, and in mine
there was an affirmative answer to it.

It was obvious enough, of course. The coming into the
restaurant of no other young man than the one who was so
completely in our thoughts, would have constituted a start-
ling coincidence like that.

By the time he got over to our table, | had recovered my
normal manner toward him, introduced him casually enough
to Jane, and asked him to sit down and have dinner with
us. But it was Jane who overrode his objection that we'd
already finished our dinner and he didn't want to detain us.

I didn’t wonder, even at the time, that he found her per-
suasion irresistible. She was very bright-eyed and a little
flushed about it, and she made it dazzlingly clear that she
wanted him.

| credited her effort to sheer kindness of heart and, since
that sort of treatment was manifestly what the boy needed,
I resolved not to be outdone in this respect by Jane, who had
no obligations at all in the matter, whereas mine were heavy.

I found myself, presently, doing pretty nearly all the
talking and to a rather preoccupied pair of listeners. Arthur
had ordered a perfectly intelligent dinner for a hot night,
but when it came, he showed little disposition to do justice
to it. Jane's chief concern seemed to be to feed him— per-
suasions to try this or that, which he had been on the point
of allowing to go away untasted.

She didn’t overdo it. There was nothing solemn, nothing
of the hospital manner, nothing to betray, on her part, any
particular knowledge of his plight. Her concern was al-
ways tinged with humor. | remember her interrupting a
rather long reminiscence of mine, to demand whether he
would eat a Tortoni if she would. “I love them,” she ex-
plained, “but he's so scornful of sweets” (she nodded at me
over this brazen falsehood), “that I'm afraid to ask for
them all by myself.”

Mostly though, she was as grave as he. And my altruistic
endeavor to brighten things up, degenerated deeper and
deeper into a mere facetious sterility. 1 finally caved in
when Arthur, very meekly, addressed me as Uncle Hubert.

It was natural enough, of course. He'd been taught to
call me Uncle Hubert as soon as he could talk. And my
conversation had had the true avuncular quality— Olympian,
and a little hollow.

What got me, though, was a gasp and a wide-eyed look
from Jane, as if, just then, for the first time, she saw me as
an uncle, too. She wouldn’t forget it, either. She'd call me
Uncle Hubert herself some day, when a mood of mischief
was on her.

But there was no mischief about her now. She turned
seriously to the boy, for all the world as if I were an old
clock that had done striking at last and the real conversa-
tion could go on.

“Do you like my play?” she asked.

He flushed and wasn't ready with an answer, and I, with
a retaliatory rudeness she certainly deserved, said:

“Of course there are people in the world, Jane, who
haven't seen your play.”

Her reply electrified Arthur, just as it staggered me.

“He's seen it four times,” she told me. “The first time
he came, we were giving a perfectly rotten performance.
Walter Pym” (this was Jane's leading pian at the moment)
“had some friends out in front and was showing off that voice
of his. He got so interested in the sound of it, he went up
in his lines. Oh, and all sorts of things happened. | remem-
ber saying to myself in my dressing-room afterward” (she had
turned by now to Arthur) “that, well, you'd never come back,
and feeling awfully sorry for myself about it. So it was nice,
three or four days later, to see you out in front again, when
things were going better. Then there were two weeks when
you didn’'t come at all. But last week you came twice.

“So,” she concluded, with a naivete peculiar to Jane, “1
know you like me. But what I want to know is whether
you like my play.”

“1 didn't know,” he said, “that you could—that anyone
could see—see people in the audience like that.”

H, it's a bad trick,” Jane acknowledged, “and 1 try
O not to do it. Usually | don’'t. But sometimes there’s

a face that sticks out from the rest. Most of them
are so wooden, you know. But do you like my play?”

“Why,” said Arthur, “1 don't believe | ever thought of
it that way. Never thought that it could be any different.
I just—believed it. You—you made me believe it.”

Well, it was a very fine compliment, to be sure, in its
perfect boyish simplicity, and 1 looked back quickly at Jane
to see how she'd appreciate it. But | wasn't prepared for
what | saw. Jane started to speak, but didn’t. Pressed her
lips together instead, and swallowed hard. Her hands, which
had been lying slackly upon the cloth, sought each other and
gripped tight. The brightness in her eyes was sudden tears.

I leaned back abruptly in my chair and made an elabo-
rate pretense of relighting my cigar. 1 felt suddenly old
and tired.

| tasted again, in that moment, the sullen, bitter and
completely despicable resentment against the boy, or rather,
against the thing the boy symbolized—the divine, imperious
love of youth for youth, of which I had been deprived. The
picture my memory flashed back to was that pair of scared,
happy children, Woodward Baldwin and Letty, getting m
ried, with me for best man, in that old Congregational mi
ter's parlor. That was what young Arthur stood for. And
now he and Jane were looking at each other like that.

What a dull, complacent old fool | had been about Jane,
and that “static” friendship of ours, so comfortably perma-
nent and secure. | smiled wryly at myself over the tact |
had been attributing to her in not treating young Arthur as
a lad in the presence of his elders, but as coeval with her-
self. Why, good heaven! They were almost of an age.
There wasn't more than a year's difference between them.
And I—well, 1 was Uncle Hubert.

They were in the midst of an eager discussion of her play
by the time | had come out of my bitter little reverie. Arthur
confessed to having a ticket for that night's performance in
his pocket, and Jane was imploring, this time, his coldest

JANE saw him before | did. What | noted was a sudden

and most dispas-
sionate criticism.
Wouldn't he come
back after the per-
formance and tell her
truly what he thought
about it? She must
go now. He could—
we could all walk
back to the theater
together. There was
no good asking me to
see the play again. |
had already seen it to
repletion and was dis-
posed to be rather
haughty and cynical
about it.
I glumly pleaded
guilty to this indict-
ment, and we got up
to leave the restau-
rant together.
Arthur had po-
litely asked me for
my hat check, and
had gone off to get my
hat with his, so that,
for a moment, Jane
and | were left stand-
ing together at the
foot of the stairs.
I found myself
without a word to
say to her and, for
the moment, no more
words had she. But
just as Arthur was
coming back, with an
air of rousing herself
from a deep pre-
occupation to a half-
awareness that | stood
there beside her, she
looked up at me with
a bright, but rather
meaningless little
smile, and slipped her
hand into mine.
That demonstra-
tion gave me, some-
how, a sharper twinge
than anything that
had gone before. In
itself it showed she
was absent-minded,
for, ordinarily, Jane
was careful about
caresses like that in
public places. She
didn't like, she used to say, to act like an
actress. But the tactile language of kisses,
hand-clasps and so on, is much more
candid and revealing than the spoken
language. It is impossible to disguise the
emotion that lies behind it, or to simulate
an emotion that is not there. It was
Uncle Hubert's hand that Jane's, a little
apologetically, caressed.

CHAPTER VI

Her part mas-

THINK the Saturd il Lett
I e saturcay morning Letty tered, she could

came to my office must have been

about ten days later. | had been out
of town again for three or four days. Not
a pleasure excursion this time. | had just
got back and was making up arrears of
desk work as fast as | could, when
Miss McLeish, who had answered my desk ‘phone for me,
told me who my caller was.

It wouldn't be fair to Miss McLeish to say that she con-
veyed this information to me in a tone of annoyance, or re-
proach, or severity. Her manners were too good for that.
But there was distinctly an atmosphere about her which, as
I had noted, Letty’s incursions always produced.

Miss McLeish, you see, liked to keep me up to the mark.
It was her pride to see that 1 met my appointments, that |
kept up flush with my work—an ideal which 1 too often
disappointed. The frivolities of my leisure hours she didn't
mind a bit; never tossed her head over “my actresses,” as
the Baldwin ladies and Letty used to call them. But that a
woman old enough to know better, older than she had any
right to be, considering her looks, should come bothering
around in business hours, and that | hadn't sand enough to
send her about her own business, struck Miss McLeish, 1 am
sure, as lamentable.

“Ask her to wait a few minutes,” | said in my crispest
manner. (This was in a futile attempt to placate Miss Mc-
Leish.) “I'll ring when I'm ready for her.”

But | pushed my work away the moment my redoubt-
able secretary was out of the office, and the ten minutes or
so that Letty was kept waiting outside, were devoted to an
attempt to get my mind in focus for the approaching scene
with her. | couldn't do any real planning for it, because 1|
had no idea at what point it was going to begin. Had
Arthur told her of his acceptance by the Draft Board and
of my promise to do something, if anything could be done,
to get him off? Had she come down this morning in the ex-
pectation that | had spent the intervening days making im-
passioned pleas to the Adjutant General, or the President?

This was not a pleasant possibility, because, as it hap-
pened, |1 hadn't even tried to find out what the chances were
of getting him into one of the non-combatant arms of the
service. It wasn't much pleasanter to contemplate the al-
ternative that she still didn't know that he had been ac-
cepted, and had come to me for some sort of futile reassur-
ance that he wouldn't be. Oh, there were plenty of reasons
for my not wanting to see her that morning, taking the
situation all around.

But postponing the interview wasn't going to do any
good, so with a fortifying resolution to sit tight, give away
as little as possible, and, generally apply the brakes wherever
I saw the chance, | rang for them to let Letty in.

| suppose it's getting rather monotonous, the way | keep
insisting on how pretty she is, but there was something very
special about her appearance this morning. She must have
an exceptional understanding of clothes, because they're al-
ways so personal to her. They always serve to enhance her

set of tennis

murder her husband every night,
with no more expenditure of emo-
tional energy than | put into a fast

effect, to express her mood. You don’t think of them as
clothes, but as part of Letty. [I'll admit it was Jane who,
somewhat later, directed my attention to this phenomenon.
But | got her effect that Saturday morning.

She produced it under the heavy handicap of a visit to a
downtown office building, in the blazing heat of a midsum-
mer morning. She was, | am sure, appropriately clad with
reference to all these circumstances. Her frock was blue—
bluish, anyhow, very thin but crisp—some sort of linen, |
suppose, and her hat and her veil and her boots and her
shopping-bag, all belonged with it, and helped to character-
ize a new intention, an intention to conquer.

I had never seen her so coldly, so electrically angry
before. Blazes of indignation against the Baldwins, the
Hornsbys, and other cruel and monstrous persons, | had
seen. But they had never revealed her like this. And through
it all she looked, as it was always in her power to look,
about twenty-five years old. Why in the world had she
donned this armor of conquest for me?

GOT up, of course, and went over to meet her as she
I came in. But she greeted me with nothing but a nod,
not even a hand-shake, went straight to my own chair
and sat down very erect, on the edge of it. Daintily and
with exquisite disdain she moved a stack of my papers aside,
and put down her shopping-bag in the clear space thus

created. | dropped meekly into the client's chair, shorn of
authority, already a convicted criminal, though | hadn't
heard the indictment yet. Nor guessed—it's a fact—the na-
ture of it.
“You'll have to do something about this,” she said.
“Tell me what ‘this’ is and I'll do my best,” said I. “Is it

something about Arthur?”

“1 thought you'd know,” said Letty, “though | suppose
she wouldn't go out of her way to tell you. But | should
think your Baldwins would have told you. They know all
about it. It was Victoria who came to me with the story.
She told me as if it were a joke.”

(Victoria is one of young Arthur's numerous aunts by
marriage. She is rather the nicest one of the lot, 1 have al-
ways thought.)

“Victoria is not malicious,”
Tell me about it.”

“Joke I she echoed. And then the whole indictment blazed
outin asentence. “Arthur’s infatuated with that actress of
yours.”

“You mean Jane Page?” | asked.

“Of course you have more than one,” said Letty.
that's who | mean.”

[Continued on page 4/]

I said. “Maybe it is a joke.

“Yes,
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Selling the World to the World

The Story of an American Woman’s Success in Publicity

? OR the past two years |
have been hearing al-

1 most every week of some
pH young woman acquaint-
1 ance who had just taken

“a perfectly splendid job,

doing publicity work

for—." The ending of

the various sentences

concerning the “per-

fectly splendid jobs” covered a field so
vast that it deserves a separate paragraph.
Every man or woman who wants to
keep in the public eye—actor, lecturer,
philanthropist or mere millionaire— seems
to have acquired a “publicity representa-
tive.” Every society, charitable or busi-
ness or even merely social, which is big
enough or affluent enough has been ac-
quiring a “publicity secretary.” Every
business and organization and factory
which prides itself upon being up to date,
has been adding to its force a “publicity
manager” or agent. Altogether the busi-
ness of publicity seems to be advancing at
a pace difficult to keep up with, and the
majority of its administrators seem to be
women, and most of them young women.

unique in this field. She is almost
the only woman who has stepped
from the realm of the written and spoken
word in publicity into that of the motion
picture and who is conducting a publicity
business in which motion pictures are the
main features. Miss Donworth has or-
ganized and is president of her own com-
pany in this novel field. But before |
can tell you about Miss Donworth | shall
have to venture a few more words about
this little-talked-of field of publicity.
Publicity is differentiated from adver-
tising by a thin line of demarcation which
is, to tell the truth, often broken through.
The general acceptance of the difference
between publicity and advertising is that
advertising is directed toward a concrete
sale and publicity to a general boosting

BUT Camilla Donworth is, | think,

By Helen Christine Bennett

of a commodity or organization. For in-
stance, a publicity representative for an
actor may write a dozen articles on that
actor which the newspapers will print,
but not one of them will contain the price
of tickets to see the actor because that
would be advertising. A publicity agent
or secretary for the Red Cross does not
add the price of Red Cross membership
to her story of the healing of a wounded
soldier. One of the biggest department
stores in the country reserves a portion of
its advertising space every day for de-
scribing some feature of the store organ-
ization, of welfare work for its employees
or of the history of the growth of the
store. This is publicity as distinct from the
sale of dresses noted in the next column.

HE films of business which Miss
Donworth plans are intended, she
says,

“First of all to make the organization
(that is the store, factory or plant) ac-
quainted with its own good points; to in-
sure a spirit of pride in production among
the employees similar to that which a
man used to have in his product when he
made it all himself. In this age of spe-
cialized production the worker can have
no such pride, unless through the films he
can see exactly what his part means in
relation to the whole. Next, these busi-
ness films, showing every step in the ma-
king of a product, are used to inspire and
to teach the sales organization of a com-
Last of all, they are used to in-
troduce the company to the general pu

“The majority of women in publicity
work are comparatively young, because
the rapid development in the work has
been within the past ten years. Women
come into it usually by one of two roads.
The newspaper reporter or the writer who
has the news sense and ideas often be-
comes a publicity woman. She has one
of the two requisites for success in the
work which is what is known in the trade
as a ‘nose for news.” Many women seem

to know instinctively what is news, that
is, what people in general will or will not
be interested in.

“The second road is that of the sales-
woman. Publicity is connected with sales,
although that object may be far in the
background. When a firm engaged in
the manufacture of food shows a motion
picture of its spotless factory, its well-
cared-for employees and its care in select-
ing goods, it is selling not the goods, but
its service, to its customers.

“1 do not mean to imply that all pub-
licity women come to publicity through
these two routes alone. | myself came
through an entirely different one.” said
Miss Donworth. “Almost twenty years
ago | went to a country place to rest.
While 1 was there | made the acquaint-
ance of a man who was trying to get out
letters to his sales force on the road. He
talked over the letters with me.

“ ‘Why don’t you say this and that?’
I inquired.

E not only accepted the suggestions;

he engaged me to write the letters.

I found that | could write letters
that made the men on the road send back
grateful replies telling how much my letters
(signed by the man), had helped to sell
goods. It was some years later that, after
practising publicity as a side line, | de-
cided to take it up as a profession.

“My advice to any woman who wants
to make a success in publicity work is to
study some one commodity in which she
happens to be interested; it may be hats
or canned corn soup or the work of a
man or a society. She should study what-
ever she selects until she knows every-
thing she can learn about it. Then, when
out of what she has learned she has
evolved an idea which she believes will be
useful in promoting that thing, she should
offer it to the people interested. | have
known woman after woman to enter this
field this way.

[Continued on pagej i]

House--to-House Campaigning in Japan

How a Woman of the Orient Snaps Her Fingers in the Face of Tradition

N the early Restoration Period of Japan, a
Government official and his daughter, Ha-
ruko, arrived in Tokyo from the north.
The little daughter was entered in the only
Government girls’ school then in the Em-
pire. But little Haruko was soon forced to
leave, as the authorities, after pronounc-
ing it too radical, closed it—there were two
A merican
teachers on the
stafft Then Haruko went to
the Normal School.

When the Government later
changed its mind about Ameri-
can influence and decided to
send several girls from this
school to America for study,
Haruko and two others were
appointed. But alas! the hands
of some conservative graybeards
went up in horror at the thought
of what might be learned by
these little Japanese maidens in
the country of the barbarians,
and the little girls remained in
Japan.

UT fate was even then
B shaping Haruko’s future.

There was at this time a
brilliant young Japanese, Ka-
zuo Hatoyama, studying law at
Yale University. After five years
he returned to Japan, his mind
not too full of law that there
was no room for thoughts of
matrimony. While on the ship
he met a Japanese professor of
the very school which Haruko
was then attending, and, ac-
cording to Japanese custom,
Mr. Hatoyama asked his new
friend to find a suitable wife
for him. The professor chose
Haruko. After one meeting at
which the shy maiden scarcely
glanced at her husband elect,
the young people were formally
engaged.

M k
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Haruko Hatoyama

By Edith Wilds

Haruko remained at the school and Mr. Hatoyama be-
came the head of the Law Department at the Imperial Uni-
versity. Here his lectures were so tinged with western radi-
calism that he became persona non grata and was forced to
resign.  There was now only one career open to him— the bar.
He successfully passed the Japanese examination and began his
practice. Then there was a long and trying delay during
which Haruko and her fiance were prohibited by Japanese
custom from even seeing each
other. Mrs. Hatoyama to!d me
how when Mr. Hatoyama
wished to communicate with
her. he was obliged to send word
to the professor, his “go-
between.” who would convey
the information to her father,
who would in turn tell her
mother, who would pass it on
to Haruko. That was the cus-
tom then.

FEW years passed and Mr.
A Hatoyama became the
head of the Department

of Foreign Affairs. And to hear
Mrs. Hatoyama describe the so-
cial life that this appointment
brought—the balls, where the
diminutive Japanese ladies, in
decollete, the first foreign
dresses in Japan, danced the
™ waltz taught them by a Ger-
man dancing-master, is to bring
vividly to mind the period when
it was ultra-fashionable in
Japan to speak English, to wear
Paris gowns, and to arrange
one’s hair in the huge pompa-

dour, then fashionable in
America, and surviving in Japan
to this day.

And time went on and Japan
established a Parliament and
Mr. Hatoyama was induced to
let himself be nominated as a
member. But he was a busy
man, enmeshed in his law
practice, and he did not work
for hiselection. He was defeated,

but it was the last lime. And why? Because his wife de-
cided that she, herself, would work for his election. She did
not arrive at this decision without a struggle, for to be a
Japanese lady was to have been bred with ideas of sweet
shyness and gracious retirement.

“But it was necessary.” the little lady adds, in her fault-
ness English. “A candidate must have someone to help him.
I became used to it and now I do it for my son.”

And well may she be proud of the record of nine terms
for which, through her efforts, her husband was elected a
member of Parliament.

You who have not put and kept a husband and son in
Parliament do not know what constant and untiring effort
it means. It means inquiring after the health of every voter
and each member of his family in a district which comprises
2,416 voters, several times a year, either by a personal call or
a personal letter. It means sending the greetings of the sea-
son to each voter at the New Year's season. It means that
as election time draws near a personally ned letter must
be sent not only to the voters in her own ct, but to the
voters in the entire city of Tokyo, which furnishes 37,203
voters, begging their indorsement of the candidate. It means
that a couple of weeks prior to election, each of the 2,416
voters in the district must be charmingly approached. Un-
doubtedly a promise is given. But as Mrs. Hatoyama well
knows, a promise in Japan is a fluid thing, and consequently
a few days later she makes her weary round again of the
voters’ homes. But even this is not enough, and a third
time she visits the homes with her winsome appeal.

AND on election day, the spectators around the polling
places see a novel sight. It is Mrs. Hatoyama, care-
fully dressed, stopping in her motor car at each polling

place to bow and smile and talk to all around her. Then on
to every other election office of the fifteen wards of Tokyo.

Then, and then only, does she turn her attention to in-
dustrial education for girls, for she is vice-president of an
industrial school which is designed to qualify girls for the
“duties of wives and mothers, or for an independent career.”

What docs this Japanese lady look like? She is emi-
nently alive, that is to say, she does not affect the languid
air usual with Japanese ladies. And, curiously enough, her
voice is full and deep! Although she wears sandals, she
walks with a brisk, eager step that gives the impression that
she does not waste much time in indecision. When 1 saw her
she wore a dark silk kimono with the crest of the family on
sleeves and back, and an obi, or girdle of black satin. Her
cri or neckband of silk, embroidered in chrysanthemums,
was pinned together with a Yale College pin!
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RAISES be—oftentimes the thing you
brace yourself so fine and strong to stand,
you never have to stand at all!l That was
the way.of it with Maggie Kinsella.

It was herself told me the tale. 1'd stopped by at
her cottage to get a lace collar 1'd ordered for my
cousin Norah. 1 mind well the cackle of a laugh she gave.
“God save you kindly, Miss, dear, your honor! Now isn't
that the great wonder, surely? ‘The loveliest lace’ you do be
saying! The likes of me, the wizendy, wrinkled, old witch
with the God-help-me face makes the loveliest lace—" anc.
then she stopped short and clapped a wrinkled old claw over
her mouth, and the scare on her poor, pock-marked face was
a pitiful sight to see.

“Th' curse of th' crows on my tongue,” she said. “Is
himself out there in the sun, the way he'd be hearing me? No?
Glory be, then, he's off to the Crossroads, to be picking up a
copper, maybe, and the people going by to the Fair.” | asked her
why she didn’t want him to hear what she said, and she asked if |
had still the taste for a tale, woman grown that | was. “Well, then,”
she went on, “the time was when there was a face here would keep
a lad from his sleep, and no lie I'm telling you, but God's truth,
surely. Fine and tall | was, hair like a blackbird’s wing the way
you'd see it shining in the sun; eyes like a still pool in the deep of a
wood; skin like new milk with the flush of the dawn on it. Larry
Kinsella was ever the great lad for making verses. ‘Roses in snow’ is
the silly name he would be calling me.”

She rocked herself to and fro ar.d crooned in the old,
voice she had—

cracked

“ Faith and hope and charily,
hree;

me!
With your lips and cheeks the roses
That Is blooming in the snow,
Vourself is all the miracle
man would need to know|

“It's the proud, brazen hussy | was, Miss, dear—God be good
to me—tossing my head, stealing their sweethearts out from under
the noses of the other girls the time we’d be footing it to the Kerry
Dance at the Crossroads in the full of the moon. Father Quinn—
may the angels spread his bed smooth—was forever telling
me. * * 1 should take heed to the soul that would
last me forever, and have done with my pride in the skin
and the hair that would wither like grass.

“But | went my ways with a scandalous come-hither in
my eyes, leaning over a still pool till 1'd see my bold face
smiling back at me and Larry Kinsella stealing up to whis-
per his tales in my ear.

“Then came the sickness, the curse of the plague that
shadowed five counties the way you'd see a dark cloud
sailing down the sky of a June day. Nary village but paid its
toll in death and doom. One of the first | was, and one of the
worst. Wirra, wirra, the weeks | lay on the sill of death’s
door! The weary, wearv days! The long, black nights!

Jffusirated £g JrolNill

Then came the day when | heard Father

Quinn’s voice, and he sitting beside me, tell-

ing me slow and easy, the way you'd be talking

to a child itself, that Larry Kinsella was mending,

and calling for me. Well, I rose up, destroyed with the

weakness tho' | was, to be on the way to him, but there

in the bit of a glass on my wall | saw my face. * * *

Mary be good to—us! * * * My face! Back I fell

in the deep pit of despair, praying for death itself. But
it would not come to my bidding.

“In the black of the night, in the gray of the dawn, the

dreams that tormented me! Larry’'s voice, wheedling

and soft in my ear—

“And always Father Quinn, wasted and worn with his care for the
living and prayer for the dead, bidding me rise up on my two feet
and go to the lad | loved. Love, was it? God forgive me, the way
I misnamed it. Was love the weak, pitiful thing that would be
hiding alone in its sinful pride?

“Well, in the dusk of one day | went with him. On foot we went,
me leaning for weakness on his tired arm. Out of every house peered
a face, scornful or sorry, but there was no lad begging a smile of the
likes of me, and no green envy at all in the glance of the girls. They
waited, still and scared, to leave us go by.

“When we were well past | went down on my two knees in the
dirt of the road like 1'd be praying at a shrine itself, for there was a
white moon rising in the soul of me, and | saw clear.
Mother,” | said, ‘God forbid the likes of me to be dri
with yourself, but give me the one thing only, and I'll never pester
your ear again all the years of my life. Here in the dust I'll make a
heap of all my sins and vanities—the toss of my head and the tilt of
my chin, the love-looks of the lads and the black hate of the girls,
and I'll burn them for a sacrifice the way the heathen would be do-
ing and go joyful on my way, with the ashes in my mouth, for |
know now what love is, God help me, I know now what love is!
Leave the children to run from me, me the one time wonder of the
western world; leave the girls to make mock of my face; only, Mary,
Mary, for the joy he had in me, let Larry Kinsella be seeing me still
with the eyes of love and see me fair!’

“Then was a glad cry sounding, and the pinched
face of Father Quinn shining like an altar candle.
‘Glory be to God!" he cried out in a strong voice.
‘Let you make haste to your lad.’

“Then on swift feet | went to his house. When he
heard my foot on the sill he lep up. Down all the
years | can hear the wild joy of him still. ‘Core of my

heart, have you come? Alannah!
and lips the roses—'

“1 opened my mouth to cry shame on him, making
mock of my woe, but the peace of God came down
on me like a deep rain on a parched field, and 1 knew
what way it would be with us two all the days of thls
world. * * * Larry Kinsellawasblind. * * *

With your cheeks



Even the dog is tired
But doesn'l he look well?
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The Girl In Jeans

be a permanent peace institution.

No longer may we picture the
horny-handed son of toil, standing weary, but
at peace, against the reddening sky— alone.
There are two figures now trudging home across
the yielding fields. Both are sturdily clad, but
one a little smaller, with perhaps a stray escap-
ing curl—the farmerette. She has gone out to
get some of that blessed weariness and peace
that come from toil in the open. Her brother
is no longer to have a monopoly of either.

She was fifteen thousand strong last sum-
mer. She took her vacation from office or
college or shop, and went out into Land Army
units all over the country, from Maine to
California and from Virginia to Oregon, to help
America feed the world. She had backaches
from hoeing and stiff arms from haying, but
she crowded more of living into her brief va-
cation close to the soil, than all the summer
resorts in the world could offer her.

She has gone out in the
early morning in her blue
jeans and driven the cows up
through the dewy pastures.
She has dug potatoes and
found a surprise party in
every hill.  She pitched hay

HE farmerette may have been a war
I emergency measure, but she's going to

last August. She is going to pitch hay again.
She is going to help send those twenty million
tons of food to hungry Europe.

She is inviting all the rest of you town-bred,
office-bound women to come out and know
the freedom of the broad fields. The way is
plain sailing. There are the Land Army train-
ing farms, where you raw recruits can be
turned into husky, wholesome farm hands—
almost overnight. The country is dotted with
colleges giving special courses in dairying and
general agricultural work

The day of the farmerette was not over
when the armistice was signed.. The Woman’s
Land Army, affiliated with the Department of
Labor, is making big plans for the future. It
is working in cooperation with the United
States Employment Service, and if you want
to be a farmerette, the first move is to address
the Army at its headquarters, 19 West 44th
Street, New York City.

The great wide world of all-out-doors is
calling you. The smell of new-tumed earth
in springtime, the August
fragrance of sun-warmed
hay, bams snug with the /1Z77\
fruits of harvest— aren't they
an irresistible lure? ~What
are you going to do this
summer?

She teaches son to feed the
chicks that she may go a-plowing
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OBBY and Joffre tore down the

narrow stairs from the bal-

| cony into the studio. Joffre's

F tail was wagging, and a great

Dane’s tail is a poor thing to

wag in a studio full of statues.

Walter Evans dropped the flat knife

he held and lunged toward the totter-

ing Faun. He swore in his relief as

Bobby caught the statue and set it
again upon its perilous base.

“Edna! Jumping cats! Ednal”

Evans laughed as he called his wife,

but there was a gleam of anger in his

eyes. “Edna!”
“Yes, dear—” Edna appeared in
the balcony. She was not so tall as her

husband, but as she leaned over the
rail, supporting herself with large, ca-
pable hands, she looked, somehow, big-
ger. She was so serene, so calm.
And, even though she was attending
to Walter and his clamor, her wide
blue eyes were on Bobby and the adoring dog at his feet.

A baffled look came into Walter Evans’ eyes as he looked
at her. He made a gesture of hopeless irritation. You might
have seen something habitual in that gesture; an echo of
many predecessors, a forecast of endless successors.

The dog moved, following some movement of the restless
Bobby, and Evans barely in time got between Joffre and the
great figure of Labor on which he was at work.

“Heavens and earth, Edna!” he said, indignantly. “Will
you do something with your offspring? Take him out and
drown him—take him to the movies—chuck him through the
window—do anything! Only get him out of my way!”

“Aw, Father, who's hurting your old statues, 1'd like to
know?” Bobby demanded.

Edna, patience personified, tolerance in her blue eyes, a
maddening sort of peace in her slow movements, came down
the stairs, smiling.

“But, Edna!” Evans said. “How can | do anything with
these—these animals around the house? How can | finish
this cussed statue with Bobby all the time tearing through
here and Joffre after him, like a couple of elephants?”

He turned suddenly toward Bobby and lifted him high
in his arms.

“Shall | throw you out of the window?” he asked.

“Yes, Father,” said Bobby, obediently, and pulled the red
hair that was now within his reach.

“Stop it—you little devill Edna—you've got to do
something.”

“Yes, dear,” his wife answered. “Bobby’s going back to
school to-day, and Joffre’s never bothersome when he isn't
here.”

“Oh, you're always so darned reasonable!” Walter com-

plained. “Lord—1 suppose | do act like a temperamental
idiot. And Bobby’s not here much.
But—"

“It's all right, dear,” Edna said.

She turned toward the great half-fin-
ished statue—Labor.

“1 like Mike,” she sai “You're
really getting somewhere with him,
aren’t you?”

“1 think so,” Evans said. As he
looked at the statue, the woman, the
dog, even Bobby, receded; the room
was filled with the great hulking fig-
ure. “Here—get out, all of you!” he
said. “l want to get back to work.”

Edna caught Bobby with a strong
arm and lifted him king, protest-
ing. The wind, stirring outside, blew
in through the window and wrapped
her skirts about her. So she stood, for a
moment, broad of bosom, full of hip',
superbly strong, smiling at her hus-
band and the great statue. Her blue
eyes saw far, looked beyond the man
and the statue that they envisaged.

T, Mother—oh, Mother—"
B‘Bobby cried, suddenly, “I want
my roller skates—I1 want—"

His legs kicked up and down as
though he were swimming.

“Hurry, then,” she said, and flung
open the door.

Two minutes later Evans was
alone, and in five more he was furi-
ously at work.

It was growing dark when he
stopped. Indeed, only the failing light
checked him. His mood banished the
menace of weariness. He was in a
flaming passion of work; it was one of
those afternoons when magic fingers
came to his aid and nothing could go
wrong. Only his work remained. Gone
were all thoughts of Edna, of Bobby,
of all the myriad things that were
wont, too often, to come between him
and the task to which, for the mo-
ment, he was pledged.

He stood back, away from the
great figure, at last, and sighed as he

regarded it.

“He's good,” he said. “Oh, he's
damned good! | don't care what any-
one else thinks—1 like him! He’s real,
too. There’s a chap who works—

works with his hands, and doesn't
know there's any other sort of work.
But he's thinking, too—while he
works! He isn't sitting down to do his
thinking, like that old chap of Rodin’s!”
There was the oddest contrast be-
tween the heroic figure of Labor and
the other things in the room* The half
finished Faun, exquisite in its grace, in
lightness of conception and of execu-
tion, was almost an impertinence.
There were figures of dancers, portrait
busts—things to earn a catch of your
breath as you saw them, they were so
beautiful. Yet they all lacked some-
thing the great figure had. You have
gone out from a theater into the sun-
shine of late afternoon . . . ?

Old Clay for New

A Studio Story of Labor and Love

By Phyllis Duganne and William Almon W olff

ILLUSTRATION BY C. CLYDE SQUIRES

Walter Evans grew slowly conscious of bis weariness as
he stood looking at his work. But he was deeply content;
he hailed his weariness, welcomed it. He stirred at the
slam of a door and the sudden clamor of Bobby’s voice,
half stilled by intervening doors. He smiled. After all, he'd
been too rough, perhaps.

UT a querulous look lingered in his eyes. He was think-
B ing of Edna. He had no complaint to make of her, of

course, and yet She was so calm, always, so
placid. She took him and his work so absolutely for granted,
so much as a matter of course! Did she understand its
taeaning? Could she appreciate its exactions, its punish-
ments, its rewards? She was sympathetic—oh, he knew
that as no one else could ever know it! He couldn't forget
the struggle of the first two or three years of their marriage,
before his work had gained a vogue and made this studio
and all the other wonderful things possible. She had been
magnificent then.

About Bobby . . He had been afraid, but her
calm certainty, her utter failure to realize that there could
be any alternative to having Bobby, had made him sure, too.

She had believed in him always, and she had borne wit-
ness to the faith that was in her. How often had he seen
her at work—scrubbing floors, cooking, dusting, a towel
hiding the glory of her hair! He could never forget her as she
had been in those days after Bobby had come. His eyes
wandered to the figure he had made of her with Bobby at
her breast.

And yet Did she know, did she understand?
There had been compensations for poverty in those days of
struggle. He had done work then that he had never equaled,
save in this new figure of Labor, since the tide had turned.

“Edna!” he cried. She lay on the floor, her head buried in her arms. He had eyes for

nothing else

IS

He had done that good work because
he had had to do it, because some-
thing greater than himself demanded
that he should. She had admired it, as
she admired everything he did, as she
admired the new statue. But she had
been glad when that chance impulse
to model a dancer had had such un-
foreseeable results—had revealed that
he possessed a knack of seizing and
arresting motion in a still figure.

He caught himself up, with a sharp
gesture of disgust. Hadn't he been
glad, too? Hadn’t it all meant more,
even, for him than for her? Hadn't
he delighted in the translation from
two rooms, where they had broiled in
summer and frozen in winter, to this
studio and the country place in Ver-
mont? How about his club, and the
luxury in which he lived?

Andyet . . His eyes and his
thoughts went back, always, to the
figure of Labor. A hot, unreasonable anger flamed up in
him as he thought of how she had dubbed the great statue
Mike. Some pride, some queer, repressed, half understood
feeling, had forbidden him to show Edna his resentment of
that. But he had resented it; he did; he always would.
Had she understood the delight wi which he had freed
himself, by refusing profitable commissions, that he might
have the time to do this work? Had she even the faintest
conception of what this statue meant to him ?

He hated himself. Never had he given his thoughts so
free a rein. Again he threw out his hand in a gesture of
quick anger and disgust. He was disloyal, unfair. And

He loved Edna, and Bobby. He could cling to that;
it was true. He did love them. Only, he wished
he wished for something he could not put into words.

E stood, looking at the figure. He had met, not long

before, some men high in the councils of Labor. He

didn't remember, it didn't strike him as being at all
significant, that it had been through Edna that he had met
those men. Edna had been growing more and more in-
terested, lately, in social matters, strikes. He had talked
with those men, and there had come to him, suddenly, a con-
ception of this statue.

He had always been remote from the problems of every
day. Strikes had been things of which one read in the pa-
pers; at most, annoying interruptions of comfortable rou-
tine, such as occurred when there were, suddenly, no street
cars. He hadn't visualized a strike as a struggle involving
people like himself and Edna and Bobby; as a desperate fight
that might mean hunger and privation for women and children.

Those men, quiet, earnest, sober in thought and speech,
had set him to thinking. He had seized a pad and made a

sketch—the first, faint forecast of the
heroic figure that filled his studio now.
It was of a man facing another man,
unseen— Labor, asserting its claims, its
rights. The idea had fired the lead-
ers; gradually the plan of a statue to
adorn a new building the unions were
putting up in a Western city had taken
form. There was no profit for Walter
Evans in the commission; the price he
had named wouldn’t cover the actual
cost of his work. But he could afford
such a luxury now. Did Edna under-
stand? He wondered. She was in-
articulate, he knew, but, afterall
He was musing when she came in.
Her clear laugh rang out as she switched
on the lights. Startled, he roused him-
self.
“Old dreamer!” she said, with one
of her rare gestures of affection. “Dear
—you can’'t work in the dark, really!”
“1 know,” he said. “You do look
after me, Edna.”
“It's time for you to dress, you
know.”
He looked at her blankly.
“For the club show, silly!”
“Gee—yes! I'd forgotten.
going to-night?”
I'm going with him to the
Helen's going up to school
with Tom and Billy— remember?
That's why | needn't go with Bobby.”

“Fine! What are you going to do
to-night? Won't be lonely, will you?”

“Heavens, no!” Edna laughed.
“I'll find some way to amuse myself
after Bobby’s gone.”

“l sha'n't be late, anyway. These
stag things are overrated, if you want
my opinion.”

Edna smiled.

Bobby

“How did things go this
afternoon?” She looked at the
statue, critically. “Oh—you've done
things to the right hand, haven't you?
It's—oh, it's much better!”

There was a look almost morose in
Walter's eyes. He sighed and went to
his room to dress. A little later he
kissed Bobby good-by and was off.

He had told the truth. Dinner and
the show that followed it bored him.
It was one of those hard, brilliant en-
tertainments that certain groups of
men in New York arrange for them-
selves. Much of it was amusing, but
to Walter there was an effect of smart-
ness, of straining for something that
was never quite achieved.

“Damned amateurs, after all!” he
said, suddenly, to Jimmy March, who
sat beside him. “Suppose Ziegfeld
tried to paint like Slatin, or Belasco
undertook to do your pastels? We
can't compete with professionals at
their own game. 1'd rather pay my
two dollars and see a real show than
sit through this!”

[Continued on page 66}

OU really ought to dress,” she
Y said.



Here's half his hat.
Isn’'t it swagger?
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The Chic Chicken

With His Little Cane and Grip,
and Some New Clothes for a Trip

By Lillian Reed

W

m

Here are his little wings to help

him jump the

puddles.

Fold

them on the dotted line and slip

them through

the slit

made

where wings ought to go

Here’s his nice clean collar. We hope he takes
it off when he jumps puddles, so it won't get
spotted

Here's half of the little chicken, who's old and

wise enough to travel

Here's his little cane, so’s he can
strike a pose or lean on it when
he's tired

Winners in G-Raffe Contest
LeWis Hilles, First, Drawing
Medford, Mass.
Roger Conant, Second, Drawing
New Castle, Penn.
Kathleen Holloron, First, Rhyme
Corvallis, Mont.
Lillian Stevens, Second, Rhyme
Freeport, 111

Here's his other half.

Here's his little suit-case, so’'s he can pretend
he's got lots more clothes than you can see
here

A David Cory Contest

EAR CHILDREN.—Our contests
have been crowded out of our
own column because McCall's
has had so much to say to the grown-
ups, they had to have all the room!
I'm glad we're back again; aren't you?
I sent all the prizes in the other
contests to the children who won them.
That was a long,
long time ago,
but I'm printing
the names here,
just the same.
I hope you
will like my
Mooly Cow, all
made of letters.
Isn’t the thistle
funny, all of let-
ters, too? Now,
read the poem
very carefully
Then make your
drawing just as
the poem says to.
I am going to
give one dollar

to the boy or girl sending me the most
original drawing, two thrift stamps for
the second best drawing. Then 1 am
going to give one dollar to the boy
or girl who sends me the best rhyme
telling me what his kind of animal does
when it rains; two thrift stamps for
the second best rhyme.

Write your
name and ad-
dress plainly. No
one who is over
12 may try.

A 11 answers
must be in March
20. Address me,
care of McCall's
Magazine, 23 6-
250 West 37th
Street, New
York. Il can’t
send back any
drawings, there
are so many.
Hurry up and
send yours.
David Cory.

The Alphabet'Animal Contest

EAR CHILDREN, take the al-
phabet.
And | will show you how.
By grouping letters here and there,

I've drawn a Mooly Cow.

Now, after you have studied her.
Show me what you can make;
An elephant, a tall giraffe,
A lion or a snake.

In fact, draw anything that walks,
Or anything that crawls,

But only use the alphabet,
No other marks or scrawls.

Here's the other half.
What's the good of one
without the other?

Perhaps he'd like to go to
France

Here's his little tie to make him
look nice and neat and well-
dressed

Winners in Pussy Contest

Violet Snyder, First, Drawing
Flora, 111
Gladys Coats, Second, Drawing
Wellington, Ohio
Buelah Johnson, Third, Drawing
Galena, Ohio
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“0, what uplifting joy I find

In friends so strong and steady!
With understanding firm and kind

When your food problem looks

And service always ready."
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ike a stone wall—
Let us help you over

“What shall I give them for dinner?” or
“for supper?” The same old question day
after day! Then there is the children’s lunch-
eon and your own. Perhaps some appetites
that need coaxing, too. And there is the ex-
pense question, which makes the problem all
the harder.

You will be surprised, if you don’t
already know it, at the simple satisfying
way this problem is answered by

Campbell’s
Vegetable Soup

Appetizing, nourishing, economical— this
wholesome soup is exactly the help you
want in this puzzling dilemma.

We make the rich full-bodied stock
from selected beef. With this we blend choice
potatoes, carrots, turnips— daintily diced. Also
baby lima beans, small peas, “Country Gentle-
man” com, Dutch cabbage, celery, parsley, toma-

toes, juicy green okra, plenty of barley and rice, a sprin-
kling of macaroni alphabets, a flavoring touch of onion,
leek and sweet red peppers. Indeed a tempting and
sustaining dish.

It is all nourishment. There is no waste about it
Every can makes two cans of rich satisfying soup. It
comes to you completely cooked, blended, seasoned.
Nothing for you to add. It saves your fuel, your labor,
your time. And it is all ready for your table in three
minutes.

Order itby the dozen orcase. Always have it handy,
and always serve it hot

21 kinds 12c a can
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Good the
Next Day!

Batter made with
RYZON Baking Pow-
der may stand all night!

It's perfectly safe to
mix your breakfast
muffins to-day while
you have the time—
keep in the refrigerator
over night—and bake
them tomorrow morn-
ing! Or you can post-
pone baking that
second pan of drop-
cakes if there isn’t
room in the oven now.

Ryzon is the de-
pendable, economical
baking powder and the
Ryzon recipes, all
carefully worked out
and using level meas-
urements, make suc-
cessful baking a cer-
tainty.

Ryzon is 40 cents a
pound. The new
Ryzon Baking Book
(original price $1.00)
oontaining 250 prac-
tical recipes, many of
conservation value, and
others easily adapted to
present day needs, will
be mailed, postpaid,
upon receipt of 30
cents in stamps or coin,
except in Canada.

GENERALCHEMICALtO.
FOOD DEPARTMENT
NEW YORK
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A Filet Fashion Forecast

An old Norwegian design was revived
with most successful results for band
and border of the long scarf (No. FW.
112) which combines scrim with crochet
in heavy ecru cotton. The design is a
repetition of a simple motif that presents
no difficulties to the worker.

No. FW. 113.—The rose corner design
directly above, makes a most practical
and pleasing tea cloth when four of
these corners are set in a square of linen.

Alternating bands of heavy filet crochet
and linen make a durable, handsome and
popular style of bedspread—and when
the design is as charming as the one pic-
tured below (No. FW. 114), surely one
longs to start the work at once. The
deeply pointed edge with its cleverly
turned corner is attractive in the ex-
treme. The bands measure about 5r2
inches wide. See Editor’s Note below.

Editor’s Note—Block patterns and directions for crocheting the articles
on this page can be supplied as follows: For the scarf, tea cloth and bed-
spread FW. Nos. 112,113, 114 (all printed on one leaflet) send 10 cents; and

By Elisabeth M. Blondel

It would be difficult to find a scarf of
more unique and distinctive appearance
than the one shown directly above (No
FW. 115). Fruit being employed in the
design, makes it especially suitable for
use on sideboard or buffet.

The rose vine design, in center of page,
carries a strong appeal to one's artistic
sense, as it has without doubt captured
the natural charm of the flower to an
unusual degree. Crocheted with heavy
cotton or darned in a filet mesh, this
makes a stunning center for table cover
or scarf (No. FW. 116).

Below is a familiar design adapted from
one of the charming old cross-stitch
samplers (No. FW. 117). A pillow of
this quaint distinction will prove a real
family treasure. The mesh is first
crocheted in heavy ecru cotton, then the
design darned in a lovely dull red.

for the scarf, rose-vine band and pillow Nos. FW . 115, 116 and 117 (on one
leaflet, send 10 cents. With your request enclose a stamped envelope. Send
money in stamps or money order to the McCall Co., 236-250 W . 37thSt.,N. Y.
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ITH prices in wall-papers advanced
in proportion to almost every-
thing else, with labor correspond-

ingly high, and with only twenty-
five designs to choose from, when, hereto-
fore, there have been sixty to seventy-five,
the average woman will be wanting to shut
her eyes upon her walls this spring. But
real economy does not lie in overlooking
defects and allowing them to go from bad
to worse. It lies, here, in making a study
of the walls and determining which papers
need merely cleaning, h need some-
thing more than a cleaning but are good
enough to save; and, finally, which papers
are going to need replacing.
Since cleaning is the simplest reviving
process for wall-paper and the cheapest, it
is advisable to think about it in connection

g
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By Martha Grossman

account of the advanced costs in the hanging.
It obviously does not pay to hang a cheap
paper this year, when the average minimum
cost for hanging is about thirty cents per
roll. Of course, the more expensive the pa-
per, the higher the hanging cost, but also
the more artistic and enduring the result!
It is not unlikely the woman who has
been in the habit of buying a cheap paper
other years will be looking about for a
still cheaper paper this year. Ordinarily,
inexpensive papers have been perfectly de-
sirable, especially where the walls were re-
papered each year, since their designs were
as dainty and attractive as could be found
in the more expensive ones; but, owing to
the scarcity of good dyes this year, and the
limited number of designs created, it stands
to reason that the best choice in everything

Problem—Walls

novel scheme for utilizing borders: a
straight-edged four-inch border is used for
the top of the wall, and a cut-out border
for the bottom, just above the base-board
where the paper soils so rapidly. Thisbor-
der can be replaced at will. A feature in
wall-papers this spring is the old-time ceil-
ing paper designed to match the walls. Pa-
pers have been made to match cretonnes,
from dazzling bird motifs to the tiniest rose
spray for the bedroom. Delightful effects
may be had by making good combinations.

Papering a Paneled Room

The panels in dining-room, living-room
or reception-room have been carefully con-
sidered, and, just for them, a very few
unique and elaborate papers have come to

with any wall which needs attention. By has gone into the better grades of wall light. Rich Chinese and characteristic
cleaning one small corner of the soiled paper, coverings. Furthermore, with the cleaning  Japanese designs in colors on a black back-
one can determine whether a ground, combinations of
cleaning will suffice. browns and blacks with a
lacquer surface, Persian novel-

C|eaning Process ties (gray blocks with flower
QPRING! Housecleaning time! Again baskets spread about in blues

It is a simple matter for the you go over your domain, taking careful and roses and browns and

novice to clean wall-paper by
the use of any one of the clean-
ing preparations on the mar-
ket, fifteen cents’ worth being
enough for a whole room. An
excellent cleaner can be made
at home by mixing two tea-
spoonfuls of washing - soda
with one quart of flour, and
then adding enough water to
make a stiff dough. In some
cases, it would, of course, be
better economy to have the
work done by a professional.
The cost for cleaning an aver-
age room would not be more
than perhaps two or three dollars. If the
dirt has become imbedded in the walls from
constant wiping, of course even the profes-
sional cleaning will avail little.

Calcimining Over Paper

Rough papers or flat will take cleaning
with equal success in most cases; but the
rough variety will be tremendously im-
proved by an additional calcimine finish,
or, if the paper is in a solid color, by a
coat of paint. Calcimine may be bought
for so little—about eight cents a pound—
that there is no comparison between the
expenditure and the result, if the work of
applying is well done. Unless one is will-
ing to invest in a good brush, however, and
use great care in the application of the
calcimine, so it will not appear to have
been daubed on with a garden rake, it will
be greater economy to have a painter do
the work. The cost for calcimining over
paper is not materially higher than the
cost of cleaning. Between two dollars and
two dollars and a half per square of ten
feet, is the average cost. Papers which are
faded or worn-looking, and not soiled, may
be treated in this way

The Newer Method of Glazing

There is a third, newer method of re-
suscitating paper—*“glazing”—which is the
most expensive and most difficult process of
the three. But, since it will give the oldest
paper a rich, substantial-looking surface,
will tone down the vivid paper that has
become an eyesore, and will transform
any paper to match any woodwork, the
extra money and labor will be well in-
vested. The process consists first in sizing,
which is the trade name for the glue-and-
water applications most walls require before
they are papered; then, after the sizing is
dry, in applying a thin coat of shellac;
and, finally, the applying of the colors
which have been dried in oil and thinned
in turpentine. With a careful following of
directions and experimenting on bits of pa-
per beforehand, there is no reason why
glazing should not be successfully achieved
by the veriest amateur. It takes the pro-
fessional a day to “glaze” a room. Whereas
the painter does the sizing and all in one
day, the home-worker might size one day
and shellac and color the next.

It would not do to “glaze” the walls of
every room, since every room does not call
either for the antique effect, or the dull
tones, or any of the other effects which
“glazing” produces. But for panels sur-
rounded by woodwork, and in living-rooms,
reception halls and dining-rooms, where the
furnishings verge on the antique or are
dignified in pattern, it is an ideal treatment.
Many brand-new papers are glazed in
order to give them an effect of richness
and age.

The woman who finds it necessary to
re-do her walls this spring, and has the
money to spend, will economize by invest-
ing in the very best paper she can afford,
both because of its greater durability and on

note of its condition.
background of your home—its walls and
ceilings. Isthekitchen getting dingy? Does
the paper in the hall seem rather shabby?
Must the living-room have new covering?

Do you know what the wall-paper situa-
This article, brimming with
suggestions, will help you solve your wall
problems this spring— The Editor.

tion is now?

of wall-paper as a sure means of keeping
it fresh-looking and sanitary, and with the
possibilities in calcimine and the new
“glaze” process, one can make paper last
as long as one wants it to, almost.

No amateur should attempt to hang
paper, for it takes an expert to manage the
paste and to apply the paper accurately and
artistically. The waste in paper amounts
to more in dollars and cents than the cost
of having it hung by an expert, even in
these times of high costs.

With only about twenty-five new de-
signs a season, and the production cut to
one-third normal, the tendencies in paper
this spring are naturally toward utility,
which means simplicity in design and color.
Also, the domestic wall-paper industry has
taken a great leap ahead. England and
France have sent us only a small amount
of wall-paper this year, and what they have
sent is not of new design, but has been
copied from tapestries and coverings a cen-
tury or more old. Our own designers have
followed their example, and it is difficult to
distinguish the moderate-priced domestic
paper from the most expensive imported
one. Our colors, too, have grown to be al-
most as good as can be had.

The New Paper Designs

The idea that certain wall-papers or
types of paper are suitable only for a par-
ticular type of room is no longer popular.
This season decorators do not insist, be-
cause a paper has clear, gay-colored birds
against a background of white and bam-
boo, that it belongs in a certain room and
would fit in no other, or that an Old Adam
design with a white motif against gray, or
a cream design against soft, old blue, or a
brown one against white, cannot find its
way into drawing-room, music-room or re-
ception-room, because it was created for
living-room or hall. The matter of choice
in wall-papers rests now almost wholly
with one’'s own sense of suitability.

The 1919 papers are of such design and
color as to facilitate this new tendency
in the selection of wall coverings, for
there are only a select few of them in the
elaborate, formal, extravagant pattern
which seemed for the last couple of years
to be growing so in popularity. The greatest
number of papers for the season are in
damask effects, simple floral tapestries,
stencil and moire effects, the latter with a
sheen, old chintz designs, and linen back-
grounds. Most of the papers are in indis-
tinct one- or two-color effects which neu-
tralize until there is no particular color,
just a shimmery mass. Of course, there
are also a number of papers which stand
out for their color. One pleasing design of
roses in pale rose, soft green and very light
tones of lavender combined makes an ex-
cellent bedroom or hall paper.

A Novel Border Scheme

Elaborate cut-out wall-paper borders
have taken a slump this spring. Wall-paper
manufacturers are now recommending this

Don’t overlook the

greens), scenic effects that tell
a vivid story, in vivid hues,
or scenic effects in subdued
grays or browns are among
the panel patterns.

Of course, such papers as
these must be used with dis-
cretion. Spread all over the
walls of a room they would
be impossible. But for their
original purpose, framed by
rich-toned woodwork and sur-
rounded by plain stiling (“stil-
ing” being the spaces for pa-
per borders or panels between
the dominant panels), and
forming an appropriate background for the
furnishings, nothing can compare with them.
The good oil Tiffanys formerly were used
for the stiling, but the rude imitations of
recent years have made them almost passe,
just as the oatmeal papers in any except the
plain finish, which is a staple, is also almost
a thing of the past. This plain oatmeal,
in a lighter or deeper tone than the paper
within the panel, and preferably in the
deeper, is extremely popular for the stiling.

Shall it be Stripes or Flowers?

The effect of wall-paper upon the char-
acter of the room certainly is no new
notion, and yet each season brings out
new and astonishing examples of what can
be done in that direction. One dining-
room severe in architectural detail, with
panels done in one tone, fairly cried aloud
for freedom. Along came a decorator with
a faintly-colored landscape and a vista, and
the room acquired a contagious sense of
freedom and a brightness that was a relief.
One designer wanted to call attention to
the unique ladder-back chairs in an old
colonial dining-room, so he decorated his
walls with a paper whose many vines ac-
complished the purpose. On this same prin-
ciple, low rooms papered in stripes are made
to look higher; too high rooms decorated
in elaborate scrolls are reduced in height;
long, narrow rooms are kept from seeming
longer than they really are by having a
patterned paper above a chair rail, and a
plain, or dado effect, below, and so on.

Since the government prohibited theim-
portation of Japanese grass-cloth, an i
tation has sprung up on the market which
can be distinguished, only with difficulty,
from the real cloth. Grass-cloth is an ex-
cellent background for pictures. The new
fabric and stipple effects have almost the
same things to recommend them as the
grass-cloth, and promise to be as popular.
They come in the so-called white stock,
which has stepped into the place of the oat-
meal paper and which is moderate-priced.
Some of the papers are plain, and some
have small figures and conventional pat-
terns, yet they are perfect backgrounds for
the display of pictures or furniture. They
will give the furniture a chance to assert
itself. Often a room treated thus favorably,
demonstrates an undreamed of personality.

Always be sure to reserve for yourself
all left-over bits of wall-paper, since they
may come in handy some time for patching.
If there should be a goodly supply of pa-
per left this season, you will have an op-
portunity to use it to help decorate your
home. Gradually, wall-papers are coming
to be used for other purposes than mere
wall-coverings, and the latest innovation is
the wall-paper screen. The paper is pasted
or tacked to the screen frame and is then
varnished. This varnish gives to the paper
a hand-painted effect that is astonishingly
beautiful and deceiving. Any of the panel
papers will be excellent for this purpose,
but if you want a plain screen rather than
a fantastic one, a Japanese leather paper
may well be your choice.

r~

Children Love

Grape-Nuts

From the child’'s stand-
point, Grape-Nuts is a
“delicious” food, and
makes him “feel good.”
But you cannot expect
children to analyze the
food question for them-
selves.

Here is where the par-
ents’ duty comes in, to
tell the children in
simple language why
Grape-Nuts makes them
“feel good.”

They should be told
that Grape-Nuts makes
them grow, and makes
them strong and well,
because it is made of
wheat and barley—won-
derful grains for food.

They should be told
about the really vital
“mineral salts” which
the body needs to make
and keep it healthy, and
that they get these plen-
tifully in Grape-Nuts.

And then if they are
told that the long baking
of Grape-Nuts, and the
thorough “chewing”
which they give to this
food makes it easy to
digest, they will have
nearly the whole story of
why Grape-Nuts not
only makes children, but
everybody, “feel good.”
Truly—

**There’'s a Reason”
for

| Grape-Nuts

J
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puffed Grains

uffod to Eight
Tirtes Normal Si?o

An Invitation
Which Mothers Should Accept

Nearly every magazine }ou read invites you to serve
Puffed Grains — for the children’s sake.

That is, Puffed Wheat, Puffed Rice and Corn Puffs—
all bubble grains, flavory and flaky.
And it pictures ways of serving which millions now enjoy.

500 Million Dishes

Last year mothers served in these ways over 500 million
dishes. And these three Puffed Grains have become the

favorite grain dainties.

Millions of children are getting whole wheat with every
food cell exploded— whol.e wheat made wholly digestible.

They are getting whole rice puffed to flimsy, airy morsels,

eight times normal size.

They are getting corn hearts puffed in like way—de-

lightful food confections.

They are getting all these grains fitted for digestion as

they never were before.

All are steam-exploded—all are shot from guns. All
are prepared by Prof. Anderson’s process to make them

hygienic foods.

And all are fragile, flavory tidbits with a taste like toasted
nuts. All are the mpst enticing grain foods in existence.

If you now serve one of them try the other two. Each

has its own fascinations.

And try serving them in more ways. They are ideal

all-hour foods.

Puffed Wheat

Puffed Rice

and Corn Puffs

Each 15c Except in Far West

Serve with cream and sugar
Mix them with your fruits. For
luncheons and suppers float in
bowls of milk.

All Puffed Grains are crisp
and toasted, and four times as
porous as bread

Crisp and lightly butter for
children to eat dry—like pea-
nuts— after school.

Use like nut meats in home
candy making, or scattered on
ice cream

Use as wafers in your
soups.

Sole Makers

(2002)
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Letters From Home
Women

Over and over again housewives who find time
in their busy days for other things, have written
us for suggestions for turning those spare moments
into money. Many inquiries have come asking
that we print more of the letters that won prizes
inour Home Money-Making Contest. Here are
twooftheexcellent lettersfrom women who have
demonstrated the possibilities for the woman of
enterprise.—The Editor.

The Flower Lady

AS | am a great lover of flowers, and
was always successful with them, 1
will tell you how | made them pay

me a steady income from the time that
iris came into bloom, until the freezing
weather caught the chrysanthemums.

I visited the banks, dentists, dry-goods
stores, hotels, confectioners, real-estate
offices and best two garages, and made
the proposition that | would furnish them
with two small bouquets a week at ten
cents apiece, and give them different flow-
ers as they came into bloom. They were
to furnish me with tall and short vases,
so that I could use either as | saw fit. |
was to call, change, and arrange the flow-
ers as my own taste suggested.

I had my household duties to attend to,
so could only spare a limited amount of
time for my new venture. 1 delivered my
flowers as soon in the morning as possible.
I had a carrier placed in front of my
bicycle for the basket of flowers, which
were always covered carefully.

If iris was to be the bouquet, | put
about a dozen shoots with a few leaves and
a bud or two in a rather tall receptacle.
Twelve or fourteen sprays of sweet peas
made a nice bunch. | always cut the
stems long enough to include some leaves
and curly tendrils. Petunias and pansies
looked pretty placed in a low, rather
broad vase. 1 was very careful to have
the colors harmonize, never placing differ-
ent varieties in the same bouquet. With
sweet peas, | only used the three colors,
red, pink and white, but with nasturtiums,
all the different colors blend perfectly. A
piece of the vine hanging carelessly over
the side, lends grace to the bowl. Flowers
have enough foliage of their own without
additional ferns. Flowers should never be
crowded—better to have too few, than
too many.

When planning your flower garden, raise
the large ruffled single petunias. The
double ones have a tendency to trail their
heavy blooms on the ground after a wind
or rain; they are also too easily broken.
I find that roses do not make a satisfactory
bouquet because they wilt too soon. The
best of them, however, are the Cochet
family.

My customers wanted flowers that would
stay fresh until | came with a new supply.
I always sorted over the old ones, changed
the water, and set them in the background

if there was still beauty there. | delivered
flowers every morning except Saturday.
On Easter Sunday, | made a special de-

livery to the hotels, as they always wanted
extra fresh bouquets for their tables.

My wheel enabled me to make my de-
liveries in an hour and a half, getting back
in plenty of time to prepare my noon meal.

The flowers that | made a specialty of
are easy to grow, and require very little
attention: Irises, gladioli, verbenas,
dahlias (single), nasturtium (trailing), pe-
tunias (large ruffled), phlox, sweet peas,
asters, pansies, roses and chrysanthemums.
| averaged three dollars and sixty cents a
week all summer. This plan was original

with me, but 1 see no reason why it
wouldn't be successful anywhere.
N. H. B.

My Circulating Library

E live in a town where there is no
W library, and as | am obliged to

stay at home, being an invalid, 1
devised this plan of making money.

Gathering up all of my books of fic-
tion, 1 found | had thirty or forty. With
these, | started a small library, charging
two cents per day as rent on each copy.

My returns at first were small, but 1
put the money received each week into
more books. Now, at the end of two
years, | have about three hundred books,
and make anywhere from fifty cents to
three dollars a week. All the work at-
tached to this plan is merely keeping an
account book. When a customer takes out
a book, write down his name, the title of
the book and the date. When the book
is returned, the length of time is counted
up, and the name scratched off the list.
Then, too, | make quite a profit on a num-
ber of books which | keep for sale.

This idea, while only practicable in a
town where there is no library, could very
easily be enlarged upon. The plan also
has this advantage: it gives one the chance
to read all the late books.

N. K.

McCall

Patterns
In War Work

When the need arose, vast
quantities of McCall Patterns
specially designed for the
wounded, the convalescents and
the refugees of Europe, were
quickly provided—and their
adaptability— their simplicity—
really surprised thousands of
war workers, who had never
done much sewing before.

The ease of using McCall Pat-
terns has whetted the desire of
this army of patriotic women to
make their own apparel and
that of their children.

It’'s a short step—and a logical
one— from the needlework
made necessary by the war to
that suggested by your own per-
sonal needs. The present pop-
ularity of this movement may
be directly traced to the fact
that so many women have just
discovered how readily they can
make clothes with McCall Pat-
terns as guides.

McCall’s
Are Simplest

MccCall Patterns, enable you to
make a house dress, a walking
suit, a dinner gown or a danc-
ing frock just as easily as you
made an official Red Cross con-
valescent robe, hospital bed shirt
or refugee garment.

The instructions are clear; the
style-effect is absolutely certain
to be developed. Can't be
missed. It's merely a matter of
cutting the cloth according to
the perforations in the Pattern.

You, Miss or Madam, who
read this, should join the ranks
of home-sewers. McCall Pat-
terns make home sewing easy,
inexpensive, and sure of satis-
faction. It is economical, it
will fill your leisure usefully, it
will give you exclusiveness, be-
cause you choose your own fab-
rics and colors.

All McCall Patterns, with
full and exact directions
for use, can be obtained
from any McCall Pattern
Agency, or direct by mail
from the nearest office of
the McCall Company.

Patterns will be sent postpaid
at the following prices:

Ladies’ and Misses’ Dresses, 25cts
Ladies’ and Misses’ Coats

and Suits . 25
AH other Patterns . . . 20"
All Transfer Designs . , 20“

The McCall Company
McCall Building =
236-250 W . 37th St., New York, N.Y.
Other McCALL Offices=

Chicago, 111 san Francisco, Cal.
418-424 So. Wells St. 140 Second St

Boston, Mass. Atlanta, Ga
34-40 Chauncy St. 82 North Pryor St
Toronto, Canada— 70 Bond St
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the Part

By Darra More

should “look the part.” So important

is this matter of appearance, that man-

agers have been known to pay generous
salaries to young women just for their
looks, regardless sometimes of their experi-
ence. Now, Lillie Lanning was not an actress,
but she had the inherent sense of many
other wise business-girls to know that care
in personal appearance was one sure step-
ping-stone to success.

When Lillie's mother said to her, “If
you'd spend more time making those queer
signs in your note-book, and fuss less over
hanging your skirt and keeping your hair
brushed smooth, you'd be more of a help
to your old mother,” Lillie smiled reassur-
ance.

“1f a girl looks the part, Mother,” she
replied, “employers take her efficiency for
granted. The well-dressed girl gets the job
and proves her fitness for it afterward.”

Lillie Lanning Proves Her
Point

IN the theater it is essential that an actress

As yet, Lillie was in a big, outer office
with many girls. A number were pretty,
and all were fairly good stenographers. Lillie
was not pretty, but she was well-dressed,
carefully-brushed, perfectly-polished. And
because of these attributes, she had poise.
She was sure of herself.

When the vice-president’s secretary sent
word that she would not be able to be at
the office that day, the vice-president sent
at once for the office-manager and asked,

“Is that young woman | passed
in the outer hall a stenographer,

Mr. Rennie, the one who looks like
a tailor’s model?”

Mr. Rennie knew that there was

just one girl whom the description

fitted. He nodded affirmatively.
“Send her in,” said the vice-
president. “She looks as if she

knew her business.”

Because Lillie Lanning looked
the part, she got her chance and
made good within a very brief
time. What was she wearing that
day? A plain silk shirt-
waist (not transpar-
ent)” perfectly-fitting,
dark-blue serge skirt,
and a pair of high-
topped, well - polished
shoes with heels straight
and true. So
trim was every
line of her, that
she looked as if
she were a part
of the system—
a perfect-fitting
cog in a well-
ordered machine.

“Itwas study
of the suitability
of clothes and
the self - confi-
dence that those
clothes gave me,
that opened the
door of opportunity,” declared Lillie Lan-
ning in telling of it later.

And she was right. The girl of to-day
must be not only efficient, but also effective.
Right clothes worn in the right place will
make you fifty per cent more capable.

Good Looks and Business

good-looking, and

The first requisite for a girl in business
is good health; but closely allied thereto, is
the requisite of good looks, and it is possi-
ble for every girl to be good-looking. There
is an element of beauty in everything. A
girl should search for that element in her-

self, and enlarge upon and nourish it. The
day is gone for self-sacri ng, self-denying
girls to be looked upon as heroines. To-

day we know that “it is not so much what
you do for other people, as what you are,”
that counts. The power of example is so
compelling, that we realize if we make the
best of ourselves, we will make others better.

“Our fathers,” wrote M. Jules Lemaitre,
“who wore lace and feathers, coats red, blue,
dove-colored, apple-green and soft-hued
lilac, could not but feel more disposed to
joy, seeing each other blooming like flower-
beds. If fashion should some day make us
walk the streets in purple silks, we should
forthwith be rescued from doubt and de-
spair.”

I do not argue for the silly, extravagant
woman who takes
no thought of
where her spend-
ing of money will
end. But | do
say that the girl

the Skin and Hands”;

There was Emily who writes for the
magazines. She was hopelessly discouraged
about her work.

“I've just about decided to give it all
up,” she confessed to me one day. “No-
body wants my work. I'm a failure.”

“When | am down-and-out, mentally,”
I said, “I do what some might think the
height of folly. 1 search for the nearest
flower shop and buy a rose or a bunch of
violets. 1 ask for a pin and | place the
flower where 1 can see it, and glory in its
beauty. It is my cure-all for sordid and
sad moments. Come on, Emily, let's hurry
to the florist's.”

Emily reached for her hat. “Look at
this old hat!” she exclaimed. “It looks just
like me—worn-out, hopeless!”

“As a sporting proposition, let's go out
and buy you the prettiest hat in town. An
inspiration hat, Emily!”

And we did. Emily spent a fair por-
tion of her ready money for a red hat
Months afterward, Emily assured me that
that red hat “Put her on her feet perma-
nently. You see,” she said, “I had to live
up to its success, so | went straight back to
my room and wrote a story that sold!”

An Old Lady’s Legacy to
Young Girls

Many girls need just that. When things
go wrong, they need to take a bath, brush
their hair, put on the best clothes they own,
and sally forth into the sunshine amid a
happy throng of fellow beings.

The power for good
that lies in well-chosen
clothes, did not escape a
wise and wealthy old
lady. In her will, she
designated a large sum
of money for the estab-
lishment of a home for
girls, providing that the
main feature of that
home was a sewing-
room with resident
dressmakers, who, for

It is possible for every girl to be

clothes have

something to do with it

a nominal sum, should turn out pretty and
suitable clothes for the girls who made their
home there. It was her belief that a well-
dressed girl is proof against ordinary
temptations; that her clothes give her self-
respect and balance.

“Aren’'t poverty-stricken clothes outside
evidence of a poverty-stricken inside?” said
the old lady sharply. “If a girl's clothes
look as if she had no respect for herself,
how do you expect others to respect her?
There is a mighty close relation between
the color of a girl's petticoat and the state
of her soul. A girl's new dress is a girl's
new promise to herself. Instead of decry-
ing the working girl's love of clothes and
pretties, reformers should busy themselves
educating girls to wear the right sort of
clothes, and attaining for them a wage that
will insure a pretty dress now and then.”

The girl who has been taught to dress
suitably and to care for her body will be
self-respecting, self-confident, and alive with
ambition. She will express individuality.
She will not be eccentric or conspicuous,
but she will develop a personality of her
own. Because the girl from afar is all
millinery and make-up, she will not imitate
her, for she knows that anybody can look
like a show-window, but it takes an artist
to look like herself.

Of all the outside forces that go to make
us what we are or what we want to be, our

style of dress is
one of the most
important. Clothes
react upon the in-
dividual and upon
* Care of Figure, all with whom

who forever de- Hair, Teeth and Eyes.” Price, 10 cents that individual
nies herself the each. Address Beauty Department, care comes in contact.
N h of McCall Company, 236-250 West 37th
pretty little things, Dress your part
r ! Street, New York City. !
kills something and you will play

precious in her.

it better.

m nim

Right Now I Am Making
a Low Factory Price on
10,000 Cookers

UST now | am makinga

special price proposition
on 10,000 Fireless Cookers
to introduce them quickly
into new homes. | am do-
ing this because one of my
Rapids always sellsanother
—and another. One trial
convinces the hpusewife,
and she won’t rest until her friends get
the same comfort and saving that she
enjoys. My Rapid Fireless Cooker
actually reduces the cost of living. It
saves you a big per cent of your fuel bill,
saves you time and worry, and cooks all
kinds of food better. It makes them
more digestible and more delicious. All
the flavor of the food remains in the
food after it is cooked. My

WM. CAMPBELL
The Original Fireless Cooker Man

FIRELESS COOKER

Saves You Work — Saves You Steps — Saves You Standing
Over the Hot Cook Stove, Because Nothing Burns or Sticks

Takes all the drudgery out of housework and makes you
independent of hired help. Leaves you free for the after-
noon. Just put your dinner in the cooker, and then forget
it! When you come home it is all ready to serve.

In the Home That Has My Rapid There's
No Such Thing as the “Servant Problem”

I want you to use my Rapid Fireless Cooker a month at my risk. Then
I want you to take a vote of the entire family and yourself, and if you don’t
decide that the Rapid Fireless Cooker is a marvel, if the whole family don't
say that they never had better meals, more wholesomely cooked, and if you
don't say that you did it with far less work than you ever did before, then
send it right back and I will return your money without argument.

Try My Rapid 30 Days on My
Personal Money-Back Guarantee

Try my Rapid this way and see how
much better it is than the ordinary
cooker; two tops instead of one to
retain the heat; no re heating nec-
essary; radiators do not crack or
break, last forever

Send for Big, Free Book

1t shows that with the Rapid, you
cook or prepare every dish you serve
on your table. It roasts, boils,
stews, steams, fries, bakes every
kind of meat, fish and vegetables,
makes delicious soups, puddings,
breakfast foods, preserves

Does a score of things you

never knew a fireless cooker

could do.

Write for My
Special Bargain Price
Remember, by buying from re
you will save on the first cost siswell as in fuel,
food and work. | make my Rapids on a
large scale, and sell direct from my factories.
Right at the start you pay much less for a Rapid than if you bought
in any other way. Get a Rapid at once. Write today. A postal will do. Wm. Campbell, President.

THE WM. CAMPBELL COMPANY oerrore imictacan
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You can dispensewith that expensive
variety of lotions and skin foods—one
cream will answer all purposes and that
is Creme de Meridor.

In the morning after the bath, during the day
between engagements, at night after the evening's
pleasure— Creme de Meridor should be faith-
fully applied. It keeps the skin glowing and
healthy, smooth as ivoryl It's a"day" cream
and a "night” cream in one, and being grease-
less it is easily applied.

Eradicate those tell-tale wrinkles at the eyes,
those folds below the chin, free your skin from
blackheads and blemish— it's the easiest thing
in the world with Creme de Meridor.

Write for a free sample or send 50c¢ for a com-
plete Lazell Beauty Box, containing soap, toilet
water, talcum powder, face powder and a minia-
turejar of Creme de Meridor.

~E\ferif HImigm Depi/atorif

The Perfect
Hair Remover

EMIRACLE,theoriginal

Dsanilaryliquid, isequally
efficacious for removing

superfluous hair from face,
neck, arms, underarms or
limbs.
This common-sense method is both
logical and practical. It actsquickly
and with absolute certainty.
DeMiracle requires no mixing. It is
ready for instant use. Therefore,
cleanly and most convenient to
apply.

Samples—We do not supply them,
but you can try DeMiracle at our ex-
pense. Buy a bottle, use itjustonce,
and if you are not convinced that it
is the perfect hair remover return it
to us with the DeMiracle guarantee
and we will refund your money.

Three sizes: 60c, $1.00, $2.00.

At all toilet counters, or direct from
us, in plain wrapper, on receipt cf

Dept. 15
Park Avenue and 12th Street, New Yor
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Re-Chickening France!

Tragedy of Homeless Stirs American Hearts

By Maria Thompson Daviess

Cooperating with the American Committee for Devastated France

G-SHELLS are pop-
ping over in France
and our dimes arc

hopping out of them
in the form of baby chicks,
who are shaking their
feathers and craning
their necks to begin the
business of scratching up
their living. These little
hustlers are the progeny of
the dimes that poured in
in December and January
in response to our first two
appeals to our readers to
help re-chicken France.
We knew we could count
upon the imaginations of
Americans, when we said
to them:

“Give us a dime, and
we'll put a baby chick in a snug place be-
hind the kitchen fire of some plucky woman
in France, who has come back to rebuild
her devastated home in the regions our
boys have helped clear of the enemy.”

The results have been such that we keep
the offer standing.

The dimes have poured in, in a silver
stream that matches the silver chevrons
upon the sleeves of the plucky men who
gave themselves in service, though they
never got across to fight. Their sacrifices
were transmuted into force in the lines
ahead of them, just as our dimes were
transmuted into the force of nutrition.

And letters have come to us, borne
along on the silver stream.

Listen to this, and don't try to
fight the tears that do your heart credit:

“Dear Sur.—I| am a little girl.

I got no father, but I got a good

~“VE

make

mother. My mother nurse.
She work to keep me. | am eleven
years and not strong. | had in-

fantile paralysis, it left my left leg
helpless, but 1 want to help all 1|
can. | bot war stamps. | can't
give much, but I give half. 1 am
glad I give if ever so little. . . . "

Or this simple statement of sen-
timent and fact

“Please find enclosed one dime
to help re-chicken France. 1 will
send more at other times if I may
do that. May 1? | will wear my
badge with a great honor. | am
just a little girl. My brother got
killed in action in France. L

ask for the repeating dimes.
Those incubators are getting
empty again, and they must be
filled twice more, anyway. Can't
everybody begin to pyramid their
dimes? Just put one dime on top
of the other and see that the bit of
money is made twice as thick, or
lay them one beside another and
see that the resulting wealth is
twice as long or broad. Why not ?

Listen to this, mothers of boys
still in France:

“It is just one year to-day since

RIGHT here is a good place to

Make all
McCall's Magazine.

RY soldier returning to

chickens, to feed France!

checks and money

baby chick costs a dime. Come, then,
match him!

And right now is the time! Just before
Christmas, Miss Anne Morgan came back
to New York for a brief visit. When she
sailed again to France, she took with her
Miss Lucy Hewitt, who hatched out of her
own vigorous young brain and tender
young heart, this entire scheme to put
chicken nourishment into French children
and invalids. With them went that well-
known poultry specialist, Mr. M. C. Kilpat-
rick, of the Ohio State College. They are
giving their entire time to looking after
the chicken farms. Their firm determina-
tion is to deliver a box or bag or basket
of the one-day-old chicks to every French
farmer woman who herself travels miles,
or sends small Pierre or Nanette, or drives

comfortable

America paints a more tragic picture of
wrecked homes and shell-torn fields.

Those chickenless farms need restocking.
Ten pennies shaken from a small iron bank, or
one dime from a full pocket, will put an egg in
an incubator over there.
and display the tricolored badge we’ll send you.
Get together, and send dimes to buy eggs, to

Help this good cause

orders payable to

a stray mule for them.
They have also borrowed
transportation in the form
of camion, or flivver, stout
soldier legs, or swift driv-
ing army car to help them
in the distribution. They
declare that there seems to
be a kind of psychic sig-
nal wave that goes all over
the devastated regions
when an incubator is
opened. The small feath-
ered orphans call to their
human mothers through
space. The expert super-
visors are asking the
farmer women to keep a
few figures as to how the
chicks live, mature and
lay, so that by the time
this wonderful Peace 1919, is ended, we
may know something about our actual re-
sults.

E have had a letter or two from
W people slightly lacking in vision, re-
proaching us with the fact that we
are too optimistic about the results of the
little broods we intend to scatter among the
reclaimed shell holes in France. We know
the results will be miracles in comparison
with what the farmers’ wives in our own
land of plenty get. Every one of our dime’,
hatched out “Over There” will be tended like
a human baby, and not left to shift more*
or less for itself in storm and shine, dew
and frost. They, and their children’s chil-
dren, will be members of a French family,
and not strangers without the back gate.
This much they deserve, because
they were made possible by meas-
ures of thrift and unselfishness that
put a different-from-the-money
value on their soft, downy heads.
Could a chick be left with no at-
tention after it was started on the
royal road to France by this band
of little girls of Belmont, Massa-
chusetts, whose leader writes, “We
have a little club of five called ‘The
Outdoor Club’ and we have earned
quite a sum of money by outdoor
entertainments. We decided we
would each like to have a chicken
in France, bought with the money
we earned.”

Here's the whole situation—and
we must meet it. We have efficient,
serious men and women over in
France looking after the money we
have sent them and turning it into
young chickens as rapidly as pos-
sible. They have simple hut scien-
tific equipment and make each
dime do its full duty. We must
keep those incubators full or they
will be a loss.

The response from people who
could send single, and small flocks
of dimes, has been wonderful and
inspiring. We have had some big
checks, too, but now we appeal for
the ten and fifty and hundred dol-
lar checks in greater number. Turn

tmy leldesl bu{, thenl.stdt pgst War-worn, nervous, yet cheerful, the children of %Z:{ gj‘tN isnlra;:m}lato;stosf?elfttzarvx
wenty years of age, enjisted under France hel repair the shell-wrecked farms. : -
Uncle Sam to try to free France P P stone barn in France, and wear

and other unfortu-
nate countries. Soin
celebration of a
grand event in his

life, as well as my
own, | send this
small help.”

If every mother
of a soldier or
sailor, who could,
would celebrate her
boy’s year in France
this way, think
what it would do
for the country he
fought with, for and
in! Remember that
no tiny thin French
hand was held up
to the Sammies for
chocolate or a bit
of bread, in vain
“Over There”
“Buddy” went with-
out and let his
sweet tooth ache to
put his precious
candy into those
little fists. Can we
do less? That chunk
of chocolate cost
him a dime. A

Perhaps yours

What are you doing to help?

If you wear the Tricolor Badge, it means you have a chicken in France.

is among this flock receiving a call
Americain

your old one. Give
up a few of your
pleasure drives, and
send us the price of
the gasoline you
save. Remember,
the women and
children of De-
vastated France are
not going pleasure-
riding these days.
Never did your
“Buddy-boy” in
France, when choco-
late was very
precious, fail to put
a generous slab of it
into some up-
stretched, hungry
baby hand. Can you
now let his unselfish
open - heartedness
outstrip you, while
yours is a well-
stocked  storeroom
of the world's
goods ? This is more
than a fair propo-

sition! Come on.
Let's multiply his
from the Comite kingly gift!

Will you?
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NITAS supplies the
armonious back-
ground which makes fur-
niture, rugs and hangings

look their best.

Sanitas is a cloth wall
covering finished in dur-
able oil colors and is ob-
tainable in

“Styles for Every
Room In the House”

Sanitas does not crack, peel
or fade. Dust and finger marks
do not injure it—a damp cloth
wipes off the dirt

0 a room or two in Sanitas

this spring and make them look
more inviting than ever.

The Sanitas trademark is
always on the back of the goods.
Write for Booklet
and Samples
and address the manufacturers of
SANITAS MODERN
WALL COVERING

"YA/LTH agood rugorcarpetworth

vv more today, used, than it did
when new, it behooves one to give floor
coverings propercare. Never useabroom
on your rugs. Its effect is harsh, in-
juring the nap.

Bissell sweepers insure long wear and
good appearance. They remove the dust,
litter and grit, yet without harm to the
most delicate pile.

BISSELL
Sweepers

either kind—“carpet sweeper” or “vac-
uum sweeper” save hard work in sweep-
ing and, save time in housework. They
save money, too. A Bissellwill outwear
40 or 50 brooms, at one tenth the cost.

The easy running carpet sweeper is for the
daily going-over; the vacuum sweeper, with its
powerful air suction, extracts the dust which has
penetrated deeper.

t your dealers you can obtain a “Cyco"
Ball Bearing carpet sweeper at prices from $4.25
to $7.50; vacuum sweepers from $8.00 to $14.50.

Booklet “The Care of Rugs and
Carpels” on request.

Bissell Carpet Sweeper CoO.

Oldest and Largest Sweeper Makers
Grand Rapids, Mich. Made in Canada, too.
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Let’s Play Peace

The War is Over, But the Children’s Games of

Battles Go On.

We Do About

What Shall
1t?

By Grace Bartlett

ET'S play soldiers!”
L The trio on the sidewalk, looking
> up from a game of marbles, hastily
scrambled to their feet, abandoning
their recent amusement to Fate or the next
comer, as with unfailing enthusiasm they
answered the call to arms. The speaker
was about eleven years of age, the others a
year or two younger. In an instant, im-
provised rifles had been shouldered, a line
formed, and a straight and soldierly look-
ing lad, the largest of the group, was lead-
ing them on to the fray.

Rambling idly up and down the street,
longing for a chance at the play from which
his six years fatally barred him, a tow-
headed youngster watched with eager in-
terest. Into his heart, too, came the call of
battle, but with it the dread of the never-
failing refusal. Six-year olds have their
tragedies. To be thought too young to
play “soldiers” was Jackie's tragedy. Once
before, when the older boys were playing
this wonderful game, he had picked up a
crumb of fun through their need for an
" But they had never agjiin per-
mitted him to fill even that minor role
in their program. Desire grappled with
timidity in his heart, fought and won out,
and as the others
passed with
martial step
down the street,
he raced to join
them. His ar-
rival brought no
welcome.  Gen-
eral and soldiers
alike seemed ut-
terly oblivious of
his presence,
while lines were
formed and re-
formed.

“Say, fellers,
this is too tame,
we’'ve got to
have someone for
the Germans,”

General Tom
called out. He
looked about

little
way homeward

Two battered

him, and finally let his eyes rest on Jackie
who was squirming on one foot and gazing
beseechingly at the great leader. “How'd
you like to be a German, huh?”

Jackie's patriotism rebelled at the idea.
“Nobody ought to be a German,” he
mumbled.

“Well, you want to play, don't you?
What are you hanging around for? Any-
way it don't really make you a German.
If you and George want to play,” pointing
to another unfortunate little onlooker,
“you got to be the Germans. I'm the gen-
eral and these,” indicating the line at the
rear, “are my soldiers. You go into that
trench over there,” he pointed to a fence
across the street, “and this will be our
trench. The street's No Man’s Land.”

The game was on.

Stationing themselves in their appointed
places, the two younger boys awaited the
next move. Playing at being a German
wasn't so interesting as being an American,
but then, of course, as Tom had said, there
had to be Germans. Anyway it was better
to be a German than a hanger on. Mean-
time all was silence in the enemy’s trench.

“Over the top! ChargeI

From the Allies’ trench emerged a wild-
eyed group. “Bayonets!” “Forward!”
Screaming in true Indian fashion and wav-
ing a free arm, they bore down on the un-
suspecting “Huns.” Vainly the latter tried
to defend themselves, wondering vaguely
whether patriotism did not call for sur-
render: but the choice was not vouchsafed
them. One dash more and the fence was
in the hands of the Allies; one final jump
and the Huns were at their mercy. It was
war to the death apparently, and from the
general scramble finally emerged two badly

chaps took their tearful

battered little
chaps who, tak-
ing a tearful
way homeward,
were forced to
the conclusion
that play is not
always the joy
that it seems at
long range.

Peace has

come to all the
world save only
to the minds of
little children. It
is war, war to
the bitter end
with them, day
in and day out.
Neither treaties nor the return of the sol-
diers mean to them the cessation of hostili-
ties. Wherever three or four children are
gathered together at play, war is their
game. But it is more than a game. Chil-
dren do not take their fun lightly. The
Hun in play is, for the time being, the Hun
in earnest: and the same fire and enthusi-
asm with which the men “over there” have
fought their fight, children put into the
make-believe battles of their
playtime.

Where the enemies are
evenly matched it is bad
enough; misused strength can
amount to brutality even
among children. But an added
danger lies in the fact that
the Hun is tooTrequently the
younger child, who, in any
event, is only admitted grudg-
ingly into the play.

The children of the United
States have not felt the war
as have those of European
countries. Perhapsif they had,
it would not appeal to them
as a pastime. In Europe, war
has been as much a terror to
the little ones as to their
elders: here the glory has
dimmed the horror. To the
mind of the average small boy,
the only worthy ambition for
manhood is bounded by a
military uniform enhanced by
a saber or rifle. The idea is a
natural one, but in this case
its mode of expression works
for harm rather than for good.
Making war on a smaller per-
son arouses in a child, instincts
of cruelty rather than bravery,
and yet, doubtless because a
child instinctively feels that
the American should look the
part of the victor, the weaker element is
almost always selected to be “the Hun” of
the play. Perhaps this is due in a meas-
ure to the fact that the larger and stronger
boy usually has a way of choosing his part
in the game, and the others must agree to
it whether they wish to or not.

Since April, 1917, the war game has
taken precedence over every other form of
entertainment for boys from three to four-

The chil-
dren’'s
armiesmust
be demobi-
lized in
favor of
games of
peace

“1f you and George want to play, you
got to be the Germans”

teen. Sometimes it proves to be only rough
play; sometimes it develops into sternest
reality, and leads to great tragedies. What
boy, laboring under the excitement of a
continuous series of battles, does not long
to try his prowess with a real weapon?
When he chances to discover the key to the
place where father's revolver is kept, sel-
dom does he realize that he is doing any-
thing seriously wrong in toying with that
desired object. At most, there is only a
whisper of conscience against the disobedi-
ence, with the danger element almost an
unknown quantity. Nine children out of
ten lack a realization of the power of fire-
arms, and death is merely a name to them.
Soldiers, they reason, use revolvers; if they
are to grow up to be soldiers, why not try
it once now? That some child of the
neighborhood is selected as the victim, seems
perfectly fitting, not only to the warrior,
but to his prey. It is a tragedy that has
happened frequently enough in the past two
years to become commonplace, if tragedy
can ever be so qualified. But all the
preachment in the world about the danger
of leaving firearms within the reach of
children, will not bring back one little life
lost. The principle that inspires the de-
sire, rather than the weapon, is at fault.

tler thoughts. Fair play does not

make for effeminacy, nor is roughness
synonymous with manliness. It is for the
mothers to stop the senseless warfare, as it
has been stopped among the nations of the
world. It is menacing the moral character
of their children. The feeling of good-
fellowship and trustfulness that playmates
naturally have toward one another, is be-
ing replaced by resentment and suspicion;
kindness and fearlessness are giving way to
brutality and a desire for vengeance. A
cessation of organized child hostilities will
not create a mawkish generation.

Christmas and birthdays for the last
two years have been expressed in war terms,
so far as the toys of children are con-
cerned. Stroll through any toy shop and
you will see rifles, sabers, toy cannon and
soldiers, battleships, military games and ac-
couterments on prominent display. Tucked
away in corners or on the lowest shelves
behind the counters, are those toys
that heretofore have spelled happiness for
the children. Those old toys fit the time
of peace and must be made the ones of the
future. From now on, the far-seeing will
choose the toys that instil an element of
instruction, rather than destruction, into
their children’s play.

Hand in hand with peace, the work of
reconstruction is going on throughout the

world. In this gigantic bringing back
of things to a rightful plane, the
children, too, should have their
share; the spirit of simplicity and
light-heartedness that used to domi-
nate their play, should be restored to
it. This is largely a task for the in-
dividual mother. She determines
whether her children’s games, built
around her gift-toys and her sug-
gestions, shall be martial or peace-
ful in tone. The sooner children for-
» get the pitiless war that means only
hard knocks for the other fellow, the
better for them.

IT is time to turn children’s minds to gen-
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k/{ skinyou love to touch-

U, TOO, CAN HAVE THE CHARM ofa sightly spots, you can, with the proper treatment, correct.
skin that is soft, clear, radiant. Everyone admires
it. Every girl longs for it. To have your skin as

lovely as it ought to be — soft, clear, colorful— all you

need to do is to give it the proper care for its needs.

Begin today to give your skin the right treatment for
its particular needs. You will find the famous treatments
for all the commoner skin troubles in the booklet wrap-

ped around every cake of Woodbury’s Facial Soap.
No matter how much you may have neglected your
New skin You will find that a cake of Woodbury’s lasts for a
month or six weeks of any treatment and for general
cleansing use. It sells for 25¢ at drug stores and toilet

goods counters throughout the United States and Canada.

skin, you can begin at once to improve it.
is forming every day as old skin dies. If you give this
new skin the right care every day, you can keep it fresh and

radiant. Such things as blackheads, blemishes and un-

This beautiful picture for framing
Send for your copy today!

Thispicturewith samplecake ofsoap,
bookletoftreatments and asampleof
Woodbury's Facial Powder, for 15c.

This picture is Charles Chambers' interpre-
tation of “ A Skin You Love to Touch.” It
has been reproduced from the original oil paint-
ing, in full colors and on fine quality paper,
expressly for framing.  No printed matter on it.
Size 15x19 inches.

For 15¢ we will send you one of these
beautiful reproductions with a trial size cake

of Woodbury's Facial Soap— large enough for
a week's treatment—also the booklet of treat-
ments— * A Skin You Love to Touch,” and
asample of Woodbury's Facial Powder.  Thou-
sands will want this picture. Send for your
copy at once.

Write today to The Andrew Jergens Co.,
1503 Spring Grove Avenue, Cincinnati, Ohio.

I fyou live in Canada, address: The Andrew
Jergens Co., Limited, 1503 Sherbrooke Street,
Perth, Ontario,

Woodbury's

0]

I'ccial Soap



Gold Seal

The Popular, Sanitary Floor-Covering

VERY housewife knows it is impossible to
E prevent dust and grime collecting in the tex-
ture of fabric floor-coverings. And what a back-
breaking, dusty task it is to beat or sweep them.

But it is not so with Congoleum Rugs. The
surface being firm and non-absorbent, does not
absorb the dust. Thus to clean them requires
but a few moments with a damp mop. Never
any sweeping or beating. That, and the fact that
the base material is waterproof, is what makes
Congoleum Rugs really asanitary floor-covering.

Durable and Economical

Congoleum Rugs are long-lived, resisting wear to the
utmost and they lie perfectly flat without fastening of any
kind. Economical, too— sizes and prices are as follows:

6 x9 feet $8.75 9x 9 feet $12.75
77x9 feet 10.60 9 x 10j~ feet 14.85
9x 12 feet $17.00

Other Congoleum Floor-Coverings

Congoleum Gold - Seal Art- Carpets, in a special width of
three yards, are the latest addition to the Congoleum line.
They offer a seamless covering for the average room, and are
made of the same sanitary, durable, waterproof fabric as the
Art-Rugs. $1.25 per square yard.

Congoleum (2 Yards Wide) is our original line. Made in
a splendid variety of beautiful designs suitable for kitchen,
pantry, bathroom, etc. $1.15 per square yard.

Look for the Gold-Seal Guarantee
When you select your new Congoleum Rugs and Floor

Coverings look for the Gold-Seal pasted on the face. If not
there, look for name Congoleum” on the back. The Gold-

Seal is our money-back Guarantee to you. jw
GUARANTEE
ORI MO Wit
. i
Send your name and address to the nearest branch office BE KEIUNUED

for a copy of the latest Rug chart showing the full assortment
of patterns in the actual colors. You can then decide at
home just which will look best with your furniture. We also
have color folders illustrating the other Congoleum Floor-
Coverings. Specify which you want when writing.

Prices in the Far West and South average C0m pany
15°Jo higher than those quoted; in Canada Philadelphia spanmem 01 San rrancisco
prices average 25% higher Allprices subject Chicago  The $06%/ Company Boston
to change without notice. Montreal Toronto

Winnipeg Vancouver St.John.N.B. Halifax. N.S.

The pattern shown here is Congoleum Rug
No. 356. |Ifyour dealer cannot supply you
with Congoleum Art-Rugs and Floor-Cover-
ings, write us and we will.
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Columbusing Their Own County

Mrs. Coulter Huyler is the cam-
paign leader in a scattered farm dis-
trict. But distances do not dis-
courage her. With the imaginative
eye of a real organizer, she sees
her wonderful opportunity in the
one-room district schoolhouses of
the county. The children help in
her advertising and decorating.
Each campaign night she makes her
own speech. The next morning she
herself goes from farm to farm,
finding bond-purchasers in every
field and every kitchen. Every
farm is the richer in securities and
in kindness for her coming.

Mrs. Leland Stillman is unique
among the women of her gen-
eration. She organized this ban-
ner county and, better yet, is
keeping it organized. She has a
rare genius for picking workers.
When a loan begins she gives
out the general idea to be em-
phasized. Then, with real ex-
ecutive control, she lets each
chairman plan her own campaign.
She is living evidence of the abil-
ity of women to organize.

An Adventure in Home-Made Democracy

anxious present moment; future policies

are left to future determination. But

the women who run the record-breaking
Liberty Loan campaigns for Fairfield County.
Connecticut, keep one eye on To-day and the
other on To-morrow. They see in them op-
portunities to bind together rich and poor, old
and young, native and foreign-bom with a
genuine fraternal democracy. They make the
get-together spirit which the need of the hour
has aroused, of permanent benefit to their
county. So “Liberty Loan” has become the
password into the homes and hearts of their
own people— and they have found that they
could render undreamed-of service. They hold
out the friendly American hand to the foreign-
bom who might be pushed into self-protective
groups by the indifference of the Yankees

Is their plan working? Ask any resident
of Fairfield County. Then you will try it
yourself in your county during our next, our
Fifth, our Victory Loan.

IN any crisis it is hard to think beyond the

Dr. Harriet Baker Hyde is the busiest woman
in Greenwich, Connecticut; practising physician,
mother of four children, her own housekeeper,
teacher of surgical dressings, Liberty Loan
driver. Naturally awoman of her training can not
see a Liberty Loan campaign as a mere selling
of bonds. To her it is the opportunity to know
every household, to see what homes require
medical care or other aid, to find helpers too shy
to offer their services, to do all the things any
census-taker might do if more names represented
hoping, suffering folks to a census-taker.

The big, fine spirit of Fairfield
County leaders is exemplified in the
splendid work of Mrs. John H.
Cavanagh in the town of Norwalk.
A more than full quota is only one
of the ambitions she holds out to
her staff. The additional fruits of
her canvass are lists of “people
good for this or that work,” girls
who need help, families in want, and
all the rest that every town has
without knowing it. For years to
come, the effect of the work of
these admirable women will show in
the health and the social and civic
cooperation of their county.

Minute Women have a good deal
to do with the success of Mrs.
William T Hincks' whirlwind
campaigns in busy Bridgeport. A
veritable army, under military
discipline, stands ready to man
booths, make speeches or canvass
homes at a minute's notice. Its
bond-selling has done wonders in
lessening the distance between
rich and poor, employers and em-
ployees, natives and foreign-born,
in munition-making Bridgeport.
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S)efy theWinds
and Weather

Sharp winds that cut the face and
dull the bloom of beautiful complex-
ions can be defied with just a little
extracare. Keep the skin frequently
cleansed, purified and refreshed with

DAGGETTtRAMSDELLS
PERFECT COLD CREAM
"T/he Kind T/iaiKccpa ~

Its use is the habit of refinement
that is also a daily delight. It pre-
serves the complexion against wind
and weather and helps the skin to
retain a smoothness that is irresistibly
attractive. Tubes and Jars, 10c to $1.50.

Send a tubeto asoldieror
sailor. Itisacomfortthey
need and will appreciate.
Poudre Amourette: The ultradelicate powder
forvery dainty people. Looks natural, stays on.
Flesh, white, brunette 50c. &R Per-
fect Cold Cream and Poudre Amourette may
be obtained of your dealer or by mail of us.
Two Samples Free

Trial samples of Perfect Cold Cream and Pou-
dre Amourette sent free on request. Address

DAGGETT & RAMSDELL
D. & R. Building New York
Dept. 342

GrandmaKnows
MusterolelsBest

Remember thetime when
you had that dreadful con-
gestion of the lungs—and
Grandmaslappeda stinging,
messy mustard plaster on
your chest? How you
writhed and tossed and
begged Grandma to “take
itoff”?

That was many years ago.
Now, Grandma gets the jar
of Musterole, for now she
knows Musterole is better
than a mustard plaster.

She knows that it relieves
colds, congestions, and
rheumatic aches and pains.

And what is best, it re-
lieves without discomfort
or blister.

Musterole isaclean white
ointment made of oil of
mustard and other home
simples.

Just rub it gently over the spot
where there is congestion or pain.

It penetratesdown under the skin
and generates a tingling, pleasant

heat. Healing Nature does the
rest. Congestions and pains both
go away.

Peculiarly enough, Musterole
feels delightfully cool a few mo-
ments after you have applied it.

Never be withouta jar of Mus-
terole.

Many doctors and nurses recommend
it. 30c and 60c jars. $2.50 hospital size.

The Musterole Co., Cleveland, Ohio
BETTER THAN A MUSTARD PLASTER
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A Day with the Home Nurse

By Christina G. Frost

to a situation long anticipated by

doctors all over the country. In the

late influenza epidemic, the care of
the sick fell largely on untrained women.
Home nursing became obligatory. Most
women unfamiliar with a sick-room regard
the care of illness with unspeakable dread.
In crucial sickness nothing can, of course,
take the place of skilled and experienced
nursing; but when a trained nurse is not
available, the home woman can make her
work infinitely more effective by a little
careful planning at the outset.

Nearly all sick people take a morbid in-
terest in their condition and would talk
about it endlessly, but it is a mistake to
encourage them. All patients are quick to
react to .either an anxious or a cheerful
manner in the nurse; it is, therefore, very
important that the home nurse keep well
rested, calm and cheerful.

If the disease is contagious, every pre-
caution should be taken to prevent its
spread. If possible, one bath-room should
be kept exclusively for the use of the pa-
tient and nurse. The dishes and linen used
by them should not be used by the rest of
the household, until the illness is past and
these things have been sterilized. Whoever
cares for the patient should change her
clothes immediately upon leaving the sick-
room before joining the rest of the family. As
far as possible, such things as hot-water bot-
tles, plenty of linen, a bed-pan, a heating ap-
paratus should be kept separate and ready.

In any kind of illness, proper attention
to certain things will be of real help to
both the nurse and the patient.

Make the Room Ready

If the case is one of serious illness, the
room should be made as bare as possible.
Unnecessary ornaments gather dust and
they should be relegated to the closet shelf;
extra rugs should be taken up. If the room
is crowded with furniture, send the unneces-
sary chairs and anything else which can be
moved easily, to the attic. A bare room is
much less care for the nurse, and is in-
finitely more restful for the patient. One
table should be stripped entirely and kept
for medicines and necessities. The bed
should be placed so that the window can be
open all day without having the patientin a
draft. It may be necessary to use a screen.
If there is none, a clothes-horse covered
with a sheet makes an excellent substitute.
Fresh air is one of the first requisites, and,
except in severe weather, one window
should be open nearly all the time.

THE great shortage in nurses has led

Improvise a Medicine Table

The medicine table should be large
enough to hold a washable tray, on which
should be kept a drinking-glass, a
pitcher or thermos bottle with fresh
water, the medicines, the thermometer
and medicine dropper, awatch or small
clock, a couple of clean dry spoons,
and the night light. There should
also be a pad and pencil so that the
doctor’s directions can be written
down. A careful record of the pa-
tient's temperature, nourishment and
general condition must be kept.

Writing the doctor’s orders is most
important. It is not safe for anyoije
to trust to memory in giving medi-
cine; each dose should be checked off
as given. This is especially important
when more than one person is caring
for the patient.  The exact written rec-
ord of the patient's condition is of the
greatest possible help to the physician.
To tell him that “Mary didn't take
much nourishment yesterday,” means
nothing at all to him, for he doesn't

twenty-four hours, he can tell at a glance
just how things stand.

DATE

T Nour- General
e per: ishment Condition
M Milk 4 Oz. Weak
Broth 3 Oz. Followed by
nausea
103 Very nervous

Printed records for nursescan be bought
at drug stores, and if the illness is to be a
long, serious one, it will save bother and
work to get these in the beginning.

If the same medicine is to be given at
regular intervals, several doses can be fixed
at once. If a medicine is powerful or
poisonous, a colored glass should be used
and kept always for this one kind so that
there can be no possibility of a mistake.
If there is powerful medicine in the form
of pills, a large cross in red ink should be
drawn conspicuously on the cover of the
box so that it can be quickly recognized.
Incidentally, pills should always be given
to a patient from a spoon. If the patient
has difficulty in swallowing them, give her
a drink of water first, as well as afterward.

Be Professional in Making
the Bed

Nothing is more important than the pa-
tient's bed. Anyone who has ever been
seriously ill knows the soothing effect of
smooth, clean sheets, and of blankets and
pillows that are laid evenly. The single
bed is, of course, the ideal one for the pa-
tient, and the higher it is the better for the
nurse. The blankets should be light but
warm, and the spread, of thin material, easily
laundered. | speak of the sheets last, for
they are the most important. The under
sheet should be large enough to tuck in
well. Then there should be a strip of rub-
ber sheeting the width of the bed and about
a yard deep. This is laid a little higher than
the middle of the bed, and over it goes the
draw sheet, a strip of sheeting or muslin
the same depth or a little deeper than the
rubber sheet and wide enough to tuck in
firmly on either side of the bed. If the
draw sheet shows any tendency to wrinkle
(and if the patient is very restless it will)
it should be securely pinned to the mattress
with safety pins. The great advantage of
the draw sheet is that it can be quickly
changed in an emergency, the bed can more
easily be kept clean and fresh. Moreover,
it is very economical for it saves frequent
changing of the large under sheet. The
draw sheet is also a great help if the pa-
tient is very large or very helpless. To
change, fix one side very smooth and neat
and draw the sheeting as close to, and as
far under, the patient as possible. Then if
she can raise herself slightly, the old draw
sheet can be drawn out and the fresh one

quickly pulled under her and adjusted. If
die can't lift herself, let her turn over on
her side onto the fresh draw sheet. In ma-
ternity cases and with little children, the
draw sheet is an absolute necessity.

Don’t have more pillows than are needed
on the bed. Don't keep extra blankets rolled
up on the side. Don't set things down on
the bed. Keep it always smooth and neat.

Don’t Shirk the Daily Bath

Just to wash the patient's face and hands
is not enough. A bath in bed is not nearly
as damp as it sounds and if quickly given,
so as not to cause fatigue or chill, it is
very refreshing and helpful. First the win-
dow should be closed and the room allowed
to reach a warmer-than-normal tempera-
ture. Before beginning, be sure that every-
thing is at hand and conveniently arranged.
Put a small table at the head of the bed
and on it place a basin of hot water, a
pitcher of hotter water to add as needed,
soap, sponge, alcohol, talcum powder, wash-
cloth, bath-towel and hand-towel. When
these are ready, the patient should be
stripped, but kept covered. A warm blanket
should be used for this purpose only; all
other bed covering should be removed. Slip
the bath-towel under one side of the pa-
tient and bathe only a little at a time, dry-
ing quickly and keeping all the rest of the
body well covered. After bathing the up-
per part of the body, sponge or rub with
alcohol and then put on the fresh night-
gown. After bathing the lower limbs in the
same way, put a hot water bottle near the
patient, and make the bed. Then, unless
the patient is tired, fix her hair. The bath
things should at once be removed, the room
aired, and the patient allowed to rest.

Have a Schedule and Keep It

The hospital schedule will be found
nearly always extremely practical for the
home. The temperature should be taken
the first thing in the morning, before the
patient has had a drink. Then whatever
nourishment the doctor has ordered should
be brought at once. After breakfast, the
room should be straightened up as quickly
and quietly as possible. About an hour
after breakfast the patient should be bathed,
the bed made and the night record written
up, so that all will be ready for the doctor’s
visit.

Through the day, medicine and nourish-
ment should be given regularly and punctu-
ally just as they have been ordered. Care-
less disregard of exact time in giving medi-
cines is one of the great weaknesses of home
nursing. The temperature should be taken
the first thing in the morning, at ten, at four
and just before the last night-medicines. At
supper time the room should be straight-

ened, flowers taken out, the bed re-
made and everything made ready for
the night. At bedtime, after the last
medicine has been given, the patient's
limbs should be rubbed with alcohol.

It is hard to keep a patient as quiet
at home as she would be in a hospital,
and yet quiet is nearly always neces-
sary. It is always necessary in fever
cases. The skilful nurse will manage
so that the patient sees just enough
of her family to satisfy her and not
enough to fatigue.

Another thing that the untrained
nurse seldom realizes is the importance
of not talking to the patient about her
condition. Don't ask a patient whether
she’ll “take her medicine now.” When
it's time for it, bring it to her. Ner-
vous patients and little children may
be upset by seeing the medicines fixed.
In such cases, keep the medicine table
out of the room. If there is unpleas-

The trained nurse does not trust her
memory in giving medicine—why should
you dare?

ant treatment ahead, don't tell about
it, but give it at the proper time as
quickly as possible.

know what your ideas, of “much” are.
If you can show him an outline such
as the following, each record to cover
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ofothers
are illustrated
inthis New
Catalog

pages of styles—
56 In actual colors

EFORE you get your spring clothes be sure that you
B examine our wonderful new Spring Catalog— “ New

York Styles”—370 pages— comprising a most inter-
esting collection of late fashions for men, women and children.
This book shows thousands of models for you to choose from—
the new blouses, dainty undergarments, stunning gowns, smart
suits, hats that are charming—ties, scarfs, gloves and silk hosiery
—all the styles that will be worn this spring in New York,
the fashion center of the world. This merchandise is bought
by our 21 specialty stores in America's biggest buying center.
It is bought in enormous quantities, an advantage in pur-
chasing power which saves money for more than 2,000,000
customers yearly!

Send for this free Style Book today

Let it guide you to better styles, greater convenience and greater savings.

NewYork City
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Write Today

For This De Luxe
Fashion
Catalog

Bringing to Your Home
theBeautiful New Spring
and Summer Styles of the
Famous BedellOrganization

Sent

FREE

Ilustrating
The Exclusive
New Bedell
Spring Models

Bedell
Pricesare
Always
Lowest

Skirts .
Underwear
Suits
Shoes . ..
Petticoats
Hosiery..
Coats . .
Raincoats .$2
Waists ... $1
Millinery. . $1
also
Corsets, Gloves,
Sweaters, etc.,
at Lowest Prices.

This is a
Money-Back
House

Now
Ready

The
Fashion
Blue Book
of America

Thousands of
Beautiful New
Spring Styles

The biggest book of New York
Styles we have ever issued— a mag-
nificent catalog brilliantly illustrating
and describing the new style changes
—by far the most beautiful and radically
different fashions any season has ever

produced. Models selected from the best
of the many thousands to be exhibited in
our ten great Bedell retail stores this Spring!

Bedell New York Styles
are Different—are Better

You will find Bedell Styles genuine New York
Styles — designed, tailored and produced in

New York— by New York experts— for New
York's best dressed women. They are

smarter, newer and better than those ever

presented before by the Bedell Company.

Bedell Prices Are
Guaranteed Lowest

W e positively guarantee our prices to be the
lowest or we return your money. Our tremen-
dous Buying Power and Tailoring Facilities offer
you every price-advantage of the largest cloak
and suit house in the world. Why pay more?

Write Today For Your
Copy of This Catalog

See what smart women are going to wear— be
posted—note the distinctive new style changes—

see how much money we will save you.
Write today—now!

Don't think of buying any apparel
at any price—withoutfirst consulting
the famous Bedell Spring Catalog

This is a
Money-Saving
Catalog

34th Street—5th Avenue—New York City

Best styles— lowest_prices —finest
materials and_workmanship—money
back if not satisfied. We make
guarantee because we are sure of

pleasing you!

The Bedell Buildings
as they would appear if ghuwg raphed
togethier—catering on bus) da%/s to
over 40,000 shoppers—witha frontage
equal to eight New York City blocks.

McCall's Magazine for March, 1QIQ

Riding the Victory Wave
Into Germany

[Continued from page S]

German equipment and decorations, among
them a couple of cart-loads of the Kaiser in
portrait and statue. And coming in, in a
never-ending line, were prisoners.

In one place the English were wel-
coming their own men, in another the
French were caring for the French and
Italians; in a little shack, an American
Y. M. C. A. worker was feverishly cutting
bread and slicing canned “Willy” to make
sandwiches for ravenous Belgians and Rus-
sians. She hailed me joyfully as a Red
Cross nurse, much needed for some sick
prisoners. Her spirits fell as | told her 1|
wasn't even a nurse’s aid, only a “searcher”
sent out for American prisoners. But she
got even with me! My spirits were the
next to fall when she s “There isn't
a single one here—every d of Ally, but
no Americans.” Only my French conduc-
tor was not to be discouraged. At his
suggestion, | motored in an entirely opposite
direction toward a concentration camp near
the town of Woppy

And there, in a great open field where
the mud just escaped my boot-tops, in
desolate wooden sheds, I found a motley
crowd herded together. Some wore Ger-
man common soldiers’ caps of blue with
red bands; some the spiked helmets of the
officers; a few were attired in baggy blue
trousers with broad red stripes; others
wore coats of English khaki with bright
brass buttons; while still others were clad
in the Italian gray-green. Sprinkled
among these varied costumes was an oc-
casional U. S. A. service cap or coat or
pair of trousers. Over their shoulders,
this odd-looking gipsy band had slung
knotted pillow cases, strips of cloth or
handkerchiefs containing their earthly all,
not forgetting a can or two in case the
canteens on the way were scarce.

Could these be American soldiers?
No, | was on the wrong track again!
Still, just to be sure, | stopped the car
close by the wide doorway and was greeted
by one loud, long American cheer. There
was no mistaking it. Here were the boys
who for weeks and months had been pris-
oners in Germany.

As they crowded around me, one hun-
dred and twenty strong, | was buried under
an avalanche of questions. “Was | a Red
Cross lady? Was | a nurse?” What did 1|
know? When were they going home?
Where was their outfit? Didn't 1 know
where the 26th division was? 1 finally
managed to explain. 1 suggested that if
some of the boys would help, we'd distribute
chocolate and cigarettes and then, using a
box as a table, get their names and stories.

It was not necessary to ask but once.
In a jiffy the men were flocking around
me, munching their chocolate and puffing
their “Fats,” eager to tell who they were,
what were their companies and regiments,
when they were captured, where 1 could
reach their nearest relatives in the States.

I learned that our prisoners were re-
turning to France by various routes and
methods. The armistice signed, some were
just taking “French leave,” a way of de-
parture to which nobody seriously ob-
jected, for after all, one escaped prisoner
meant one less mouth to feed. Others
were taken to the border on foot or by
train, there left to shift for themselves.
Straggling along the roads in twos or, per-
haps, in twenties, they tramped thirty,
forty, fifty miles trying to find a railroad
and thence their divisions.

It happened that all of my newly dis-
covered boys had been brought under
guard by train from Camp Giesen, a large
prison camp in Wiesbaden, to the out-
skirts of Metz and then had marched to
the camp at Woppy. They did not com-
plain to me, though their prisoner’s life had
been anything but a life of luxury. Their
food had been scarce, to be sure, “but so
was the German soldiers’ food and the
townspeople’'s.” In fact they had seen
popular food riots in that aristocratic
watering resort of Wiesbaden. The black
bread they produced from their pockets
was similar to that | had eaten for dinner
in Metz, only more bitter and nearer kin to
the stone family. Coffee made of browned
barley, soup made of boiled barley was the
menu, day in and day out. A negro dough-
boy, in civilian days a high-paid chef, ex-
plained to me, “You see, Sister, | was made
the cook, but there was nothing to cook.”
All that saved the day was the Red Cross
packages of food which had really come
through from Switzerland. Back at the
hospital 1 had always written reassuring
letters to relatives and friends about those
Red Cross packages, feeling at heart so
skeptical. Now 1 knew. For in each of
those mysterious, dearly cherished bundles
slung about the shoulders were the left-
overs of Red Cross coffee and sugar.

My prisoners had been set to work on
the roads, on farms, in machine shops, on

airplanes, on engines, in kitchens, on the
railroads, in ammunition plants. They had
been assigned to almost every war industry.
But the kind of work they did in those in-
dustries was another story.

They became violent I. W. W.'s. Their
rallying cry was “sabotage”—“a bit of sand
in the machinery, a few broken scythes on
the farm, would never win the war for the
Boche, not so you'd notice it!" One stal-
wart chap showed me his arm which he
had deliberately cut and then inflamed
with mustard so that he would have no
part in destroying his comrades across the
border. Many told me laughingly how
they always replied “student” or “jockey”
when asked for what work they were
peculiarly fitted. “The Boche must think
the Yanks are awful keen on books and
horses” added an artilleryman.

About them in Germany, as over the
line in France, the armistice had been cele-
brated by music and gaiety. The desire for
peace had tempered defeat. But gather-
ing clouds of the coming revolution hung
low in Wiesbaden after the cessation of
hostilities. One corporal described to me
how he had seen high German officers on
the streets and in the camp stripped of
their buttons and chevrons by the com-
mon soldiers, how their swords had been
broken and streamers of revolutionary red
tied about their arms.

In general, I found the unwounded men
in good condition physically. But those
who had been shot, then captured and
taken to German hospitals, needed im-
mediate attention. Wounds had been al-
lowed to heal without cutting out the
shrapnel; arms and legs needed resetting.
Worst of all were the paper bandages. In
Germany, where overcoats and shoes even
were made of paper, cotton was not to be
wasted in gauze. Paper dressings, torn,
blood-soaked, soiled, unchanged for days,
aggravated and infected the raw wounds.

Such men, quite evidently, could not
be left unattended in the camp until moved
out by order of the military authorities.
So, after promising to bring hack food for
the well and a Red Cross doctor for the
sick, | decided to return to Metz with two
of the worst cases—one a poor chap para-
lyzed from the waist down as a result of
a wound in the nerves of the back, yet
murmuring cheerfully that he'd “soon be
fixed up”; the other a soldier who had lost
the use of both his legs. Slowly, and as
gently as the jouncing camionette per-
mitted, we motored back to St. Clements
Hospital in Metz, formerly a German mili-
tary hospital and now, with difficulty, run
by the French. But though the retreating
Germans had stripped the place of instru-
ments and equipment, a clean bed and a
Red Cross nurse were vast improvements
over a muddy shed and an army blanket.

Late in the afternoon I made my final
trip to Woppy, with great tin boxes of
food, carted from the American Com-
missary thirty kilometers away, taking the
place of my wounded prisoners. Then
came a real picnic. The tins were con-
verted into kettles and, over a bonfire, we
boiled real American coffee, served with
milk and plenty of sugar, not “made in
Germany,” corned beef and fresh hardtack.
It was “some feed!”

Dinner ended, it was time to say “good-
by,” adding, this time without forebod-
ing, the “good luck” never forgotten “over
there.” With my prisoners found and
cared for and my precious list hugged
tight, | started off for Toul at eight o’'clock.

The rain poured down in torrents and
a blinding mist shut out the road. Sev-
eral times | thought we were well on our
way, only to find that we were going “Nach
Metz" again. To make matters worse,
the Ford didn't seem to have the least idea
that those names must get to Paris—it
took sudden dislikes to the road and pre-
ferred to jump about in the ditches on
cither side. In climbing a mountain, not
even included in the itinerary, it made
straight for a tree and balked. | clutched
my names, steeled myself for the crash and
then, as tree and Ford stood face to face
immovable, just waited. In doing over-
seas work, whatever happened, | had
learned to wait patiently for something
to turn up. And sure enough, as always,
something did turn up, in the shape of a
negro U. S. A truck driver, who pulled us
back on the road and started us going
again. Just before dawn we limped!,
wheezing, into Toul, and there, six hours
later, | boarded the first train for Paris.

It was early on Thanksgiving Day that
I reached Red Cross Headquarters and
handed in the names of the first 120 pris-
oners from the interior of Germany to be
cabled to America. Perhaps one of those
cables reached some reader of McCall's
Magazine before she sat down to her
Thanksgiving dinner.
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Uncle Sam'’s
Correspondence Course

The McCall Washington Bureau. 4035 New
Hampshire Avenue, Washington, D. C., was es-
tablished to keep our readers in close touch with
the Government. This monthwe plan to acquaint
you with some of the best of the Government
booklets planned to help farmers, housewives,
and amateur gardeners. The Bureau will be
pleased to obtain for you, as long as the edition
lasts, copies of any of the booklets described be-
low, and will gladly answer inquiries concerning
Government activities. Always enclose a three-
cent stamp, with your request for booklets or in-
formation, to cover partofthe Bureau'sexpenses.

Honey Uses in the Home

TI'EEP a bee and produce your own

sweetening,” says the Department of
Agriculture. Every spring, tons of nectar
are lost because of the lack of bees to make
it into honey. This booklet tells of the
composition and food value of honey, and
contains SO recipes for its use.

Pop-Corn

T TNDER this title the Federal Govern-

ment has published a pamphlet which
contains suggestions concerning the variety
of pop-corn to be chosen, the planting of
the seed, caring for the crop, harvesting
and storing. Several pages are also devoted
to types of poppers, popping, and pop-corn
candies.

Three Poultry Books

XTATURAL and Artificial Incubation of
~  Hens' Eggs,” is the title of a booklet
just issued by the Bureau of Animal In-
dustry. The booklet deals with the care of
eggs, period of incubation, and operation
of incubators.

After the chicks are hatched, it is quite
necessary that they be given proper atten-
tion. “Brooding of Chickens,” a recent
Government booklet, contains illustrations
and suggestions for caring for the chicks.

“Poultry House Construction” contains
designs of houses that have been approved
by the Bureau of Animal Industry and are
used on the Government poultry farms.

Spraying Citrus Trees

CPRAYING has long been practised in the
A citrus-growing states, but, because of
their own failures, many growers have con-
demned the practice as useless. The new
booklet from the Bureau of Entomology,
“Spraying Citrus Trees,” contains formulas
for insecticides, spraying schedules and il-
lustrations of the proper equipment and
methods of spraying. All citrus growers
should have a copy of this booklet.

Farm Accounting

'THE Office of Farm Management has is-

sued a booklet for analyzing the farm
business, which every farmer should have.
“Farm Accounting,” discusses the benefits
and methods of farm analysis and contains
forms for analyzing the farm business. Get
a copy of this booklet, and start on a busi-
ness basis this spring.

Parcel Post Marketing

TVERY housewife appreciates vegetables

fresh from the garden, and there are
many farmers within 150 miles of the cities
who have regular supplies of high-grade
produce which they can guarantee. In an
effort to bring these two elements together,
the Bureau of Markets has issued two
pamphlets, “Suggestions for Parcel Post
Marketing” and “Parcel Post Business
Methods.” These bulletins contain post-
age rates and suggestions which will be
helpful to both buyer and seller.

Selling the World
to the World

[Continued from page 12]

“For instance, one woman whom 1 knew
had considerable artistic ability. One day
as we were walking down the street, she
criticized a poster used to advertise, let us
say, makers of shoe polish.

“‘l don’t see, Miss Donworth,’ she said
to me, ‘why they don't use a poster like—’
she proceeded to explain to me her idea.

“‘Why don't you tell them so, and
make the poster as a sample?' | suggested.

“She looked rather startled at the sug-
gestion, but she went to work. The firm
paid her a sum in three figures for her
poster and offered her a position with them.

“It seems rather needless to remark that
she might have had the idea forever, and,
had she kept it to herself, it would have
amounted to nothing.

“l wish | could shout my next warn-
ing; it is so important, both to you and to

[Continued on page 32]

He Sings of Saving

And of Many Other Mirro Advantages

and year out, this big-hearted
Mirro Tea Kettle witnesses the
easier cooking, the safer cook-
ing, the brighter kitchen, and the
saving oftime and fuel that comes
ofusing Mirro Aluminum, the kind
that reflects good housekeeping.

DAY in and day out, year in

And, now that the war is won,
he knows that Mirro production
will be greater than ever, unhin-
dered by the great demand im-
posed by war-time needs.

He is mighty proud of his own
ten Mirro distinctions that make
him the joy of the kitchen. Here
they are:

(1) Highly ebonized, sure-grip,
detachable handle. *(2) Handle
ears are welded on—an exclusive
Mirro feature. (3) Spout also
welded on—no loosening— no
dirt-catching joint.

(4) Slotted ears permit handle
to be shifted to any desired posi-
tion without coming in contact
with sides of kettle. *(5) Rivet-
less, no-burn, ebonized knob—
another exclusive feature.

(6) Quick-filling, easy-pouring
spout. (7) Unusually wide base
— quick heating and fuel saving.
Also prevents flame from creep-
ing up around sides.

(8) Famous Mirro finish. (9)
Beautiful Colonial design. Also
made in plain round style.

*(10) AIl these qualities are
assured by the Mirro trade-mark
stamped into the bottom of every
utensil.

And Mirro Aluminum, with its
many unusual features is sold at
a price that is truly moderate.
The better dealers everywhere
have it.

Aluminum Goods Manufacturing Company
General Offices: Manitowoc, Wis.,U. S. A.

Makers of Everythins; in Aluminum

MM hox
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FREE

Write Today for Your Copy
E VERYTHING dear to awoman’s

heart, in very latest exclusive fashions of

dress, will prove of wonderful interest, assistance
and ecnamy t you by simply writing for our new De
Ulixe Style Book! Valuable ih svery home. Rest assured
that all that comes from Mandel Brothers is the newest
thereis. The " Mandel Label” on any garment is a guar-
antee of style. Quality and extraordinary value.

ForWomen, Misses, Children

Our New Style Book con-
tains the most notable array of
choicest suits, coats, dresses, un-
derwear, blouses, shoes, sweat-
ers, petticoats, house dresses,
aprons, millinery, kimonos, neg:
ligees, corsets, leather goods,
jewelry, gloves, hosiery, linens.
boys' and girls' wear, notions,
neckwear, sanitary goods, acces-
sories, curtains, silk, dress and
wash ‘goods at amazingly low
prices direct toyou.

THIS NEW FIBER
SILK SWEATER

THIS TAFFETA Ji ¢
SILK FROCK"91D

Here isone of our many wonderful lead-
ers in exclusively designed beautiful
taffeta frocks. Smartness of lines, ele-
gance of materials and perfect work-
manship must be seen to fully appreci-
ate its remarkable values. Becoming to
all ages. White georgette crepe vestee
contrasts with the pretty ruching out-
lining the blouse, skirt and cuffs, giving
individual character. Is a typical Mandel style
bargain, very newest1919fashion inexcellent qual-
ity taffeta. Bothladies’ and misses sizes. Order
direct, be sureto write size and color wanted. 34
to 44 bust measureand 14 to 20 years. Colors:
Navy biue. Copenhagen blue, or grey. Order by
No. MAL. Price, Delivery Prepaid Free to
you, only SIS.

Wonderful Bargains

Our buyers have been able to
sure gadds from all over the vioridon
almost unbelievably Tow-price co
RO W GNE voulthe behetitof dirsct.
to-you, no where you ive

Delivery Prepaid FREE

Qrder. Direct from this adver.
tisey hing ordered) here now
or from our will be Sentyou
o o e o, e ot

be returmediat once If you write us and

ThisSmart FRENCH VOILE BLOUSE <O C
This new smart tailored French Striped Voileip S t/0O
blouse is one of the popular novelties of the 1919 season.

The tucked vestee, collar and cuffs add a charm to the beauty

of this blouse which no illustration can do justice to. The black ribbon bow
at collar is very chic. Order direct, giving size and choice of blue-and-white
stripes or rose-and-white stripes. Sizes 36 to 44. No. MAI56. Price,
Prepaid, $3.95.

NEW LATEST STYLE
Vici Kid OXFORDS

Here is one of our wonder- #K
ful values offered in per-
fectly made choice black T
stylish vici kid oxfords, leather
Louis heels, medium weight
soles. The new fashionable long
tapering toe, finished with imitation
perforated tip. A style suitable for
every occasion, streetor dress for long
service and comfort. Sizes and
widths—A, 4to 8. B, C, and D,
2 to 8. Order direct—giv-
ing size and width by
No. MA505. Price, pair,
Delivery Prepaid Free to
you, only $5

Wit d n,v, Don .t think o ing attome or
rrfti't I/Ibm*/ anywhere unf"l U"$eé ol Woh-

derful new 1919 color illustrated Style Book—Sent FREE!

Mandel
this advertisement, no

Open a CHARGE ac- Dept. M Chicago
matter where you live

count with us. Itwill
SATISFACTION OR MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE

Brothers

Ordersafely directfrom

simplify your shopping
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Selling the World
to the World

[Continued from page jrJ

the women who come after you. When you
approach a business man, do not apologize
for being a woman and do not apologize
for working. There has been a great in-
crease in the number of ‘ex-ladies’ work-
ing since the war began, and | think there
is nothing the business man and the busi-
ness woman are so heartily tired of as the
woman who comes into the office playing
on her sex and saying with what she no
doubt considers a pretty air of appeal,

“‘Of course you know | never had to do
anything like this before, but—"

“One would think this brand of woman
extinct, but | assure you she comes to us
every week. The effect she produces on
business men and women is that if she takes
so much time and energy to pity herself she
will have too little left to give them to be
worth anything at all.

“Publicity, presupposes a high-school
education or its equivalent, at least. A col-
lege woman will never regret her college
training. In this field nothing seems wasted.
I happen to have spent three years of my
life in India. When | started in at the
making of publicity films I certainly did not
count those three years among my assets,
since they were spent there not in a pro-
fessional but in a purely personal capacity
But it so happened that a group of Ame
can exporters decided that their methods of
selling goods needed revision and supple-
menting. They wanted to send motion
pictures to the Orient to show the Oriental
why he should buy American-made goods.
I had lived in the Orient and might be sup-
posed to know something of the Oriental
type of mind. | could also make films.
The exporters came to me.

“1 also advise a woman who wants to
enter publicity work to attach herself as
soon as possible to some firm of successful
business men. | firmly believe that no
woman ever succeeded in the business world
without a man or men to help her. This
statement will provoke a lot of contradic-
tion, no doubt, but I can not see why the
truth should not be faced. The business
world is a man's world. No matter how
much we talk of woman's invasion of the
business world, the fact remains that al-
most all big business is conducted by men.
Few people rise in this world without ad-
vice and assistance. A woman will learn
through association with big mentalities;
it is worth while to work with them.

“As for opportunity and compensation,
I wax enthusiastic over this field of work
for women. | think there is no publicity
job, however small, that in these days will
pay less than twenty-five dollars a week.
Moreover, it is the fifty-dollar jobs that
are the most plentiful. When a publicity
woman gets more than this she has dem-
onstrated her ability. Then she can get
almost any salary. There are a number of
women reputed to be making ten thousand
dollars a year as publicity directors for
large firms. For instance, one woman em-
ployed by a big packing-house has charge of
all the demonstrators and of a part of the
literature sent out. As the demonstrators
number several hundred and are sent to all
parts of the known world, she has a re-
sponsibility worth the salary she receives.

“After the big salary comes the venture
into business on one’s own merits. Like all
business this is one’s personal risk, but more
than almost any business, and far more
like the professions, the success of a pub-
licity agency depends wholly on personality
and individual resource.

“The war has been over some months.
But business still bears marks of the great
struggle and will, no doubt, for some time
to come. So it may not be out of place
for me to state that women will never
go back to the places they occupied before
the war. The women themselves will not
want to go back and the business men will
not want them to. Business man after
business man has told me that one of the
lessons he learned during the war was that
he liked women employees. In backing up
this statement, business men have almost
invariably said that the two qualities of
women which make them valuable are ca-
pacity for being painstaking, and loyalty.

“1 have no idea that women will remain
in industry in as large a proportion as they
now show, for most women still prefer do-
mestic life. But the woman who wants to
get into business will find that the war has
immeasurably strengthened her position. In
my own particular field 1 expect to see
women come in large numbers. And | ex-
pect them to succeed.”

IyJAKE sure of success in planting and

caring for your garden by sending
for our authoritative booklet, * Practical
Gardening.” It is written for the home
gardener. Price, 10 cents.

1QIC)

ecattny
H teeth need
healthy gums

hug them.  Else

they will loosen in
Pyorrhea Tiny
openings will come

in the gums to act as
the gateways of dis-
ease germs, which
infect the joints or
tonsils, or cause
other ailments.
Forhan's pre-
vents Pyorrhea, if
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Are they bleeding
gums? If so, you
are certain to have
Pyorrhea (Riggs'
Disease). Fourout
of five people who
are over forty
have it
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The Dragon

Who Really

I'm so hungry.

FARMER-MAN lay under a tree
A taking a nap at noon. Beside him
was a little green jug and some-
thing done up in a red napkin. He
had finished his lunch.

Soon he was awakened by a little voice
murmuring softly in his ear, “Please may 1|
have a little of your lunch, please may |
have a little of your lunch ?”

“What—what! What!" exclaimed the
farmer-man crossly. And he sat up and
rubbed his eyes.

There stood a faery-man covered with
dust.

“I'm sorry to wake you,” said he, smil-
ing up at the farmer-man, “but I'm so
hungry. 1've come a thousand miles to-day
and I've had nothing to eat this spring.
Please may | have a little of your lunch?”

The farmer-man scowled. “A bit of my
lunch? I'm saving that for supper.” And
he laid his hand on the red napkin. But a
crafty thought popped into his head, “I'll
make him pay me for it.”

He smiled at the faery-man. “All right,”
said he, “help yourself.”

“0, thank you,” said the faery-man.
“This is a very good sandwich. And, O!

Meant Well

I've come a thousand miles to-day”

And so there was.

Rocking gently back and forth before
him was a huge creature, looking about with
an expression of foolish surprise. He was
immense. His head was red, he had an
orange neck, his body was plump and
green, with yellow wings and sky-blue legs
and he wagged a violet tail.

The farmer-man was so astonished he
didn't know what to say, for he'd never
seen a dragon before. The dragon was so
astonished he didn’t know what to do, for
he'd never been a dragon before.

He tried to smile. You should have
seen what happened! Great clouds of blue-
black smoke poured out of his throat, float-
ing away overhead and darkening all the
sky, and a shower of sparks shot out of
his twinkling eyes. And then he bowed a
little bow and tried to say, “Hello,” but all
the noise that he could make, was “RUM-
BLEDY-BUMBLEDY-BUM !”

With a shout, the farmer-man sprang to
his feet and scurried behind the tree and
the tiny voice near by called out, “O, dear,
O, dear! Just see what he's done! He's
brought a dragon among us again when the
last one had been killed!” And sixty mil-

The dragon was too much for the farmer-man

Chocolate! Thank you, thank you.” And
he ate it all up.

“1'd like to give you something in re-
turn,” said he, “but | have nothing with
me but wishes. Would you like a wish?”

“Yes, | was expecting one,” said the
farmer-man.

The faery-man looked surprised.

“0,” he murmured, “all right, tell me
what you'd like.”

“Wish, wish, what do I wish?” And
another crafty thought popped into the
farmer-man’s head. “Why—er—I wish for
a couple of wishes.”

“You may have them,” said the faery-
man, “but you won’t need me around. So
good-day.”

“Just a minute! Wait a bit!” cried the

farmer-man. “How do | know I'll get
them?”

“0, you'll get them all right,” chuckled
the faery-man. “I've sixty million faery-

folk to help me,” and then he disappeared.
He didn't seem to go away; he simply, very
suddenly, disappeared.
“H'm,” said the farmer-
man, “I'm glad that | saw
him. 1 never met a faery-
man before. 1'd like to meet
a mermaid. Oradragon. |
wish | knew whether or
not there are any such
things as dragons.”
And he knew right
away there were not.
“Now, isn't that too bad,”
said he. “1 had hoped there
were. It would be so ex-
citing to see one. 1 do
wish there were just one.”

lion faeries burst into tears and everyone
thought it was raining!

With another of his smoky smiles the
dragon approached. This was too much
for the farmer-man, so he began to run.

“Here's fun!” roared the dragon,
“RUMBLEDY-BUMBLEDY-BUM!” and
he gamboled after the farmer-man, flapping
his monstrous wings and sending a great
wind rushing down the valley, carrying the
clouds of blue-black smoke and the faery
tear-drops before him.

'Round and ‘round the world they
rush, going from place to place, the dragon
after the farmer-man, “RUMBLEDY-
BUMBLEDY-BUM I

Sometimes the farmer-man gains a bit
and gets a chance to rest, hiding away in
the hills, but all the while, creepy-creep,
the dragon snoops about, chuckling to him-
self, “Now where can he be? Under here?
Over there?” and sooner or later he finds
him and with a glad roar the race begins
again, the dragon after the farmer-man,
“RUMBLEDY-BUMBLEDY-BUM I"

“Sure—
The Same Thing!”

The Service rendered our fight-
ing men by aluminum utensils
under the rigorous conditions of
war on land and sea has striking-
ly shown that “Wear-Ever” alum-

inum utensils will withstand the severest kind of
usage.

It emphasizes what so many thousands of women
know:—that, although perhaps higher in first cost,

‘W ear-BEver”

Aluminum Cooking Utensils

are far cheaper in the end, because their enduring
service makes unnecessary the constant buying of
new utensils.

Aluminum Cooking Utensils are not all the same. There
is a difference. “Wear-Ever” utensils are made in one piece
from thick, hard sheet aluminum. They cannot chip, scale
or break— are pure and safe.

It now is possible to resume manufacturing a complete line
of “Wear-Ever” in quantities sufficient, we hope, to meet the
ever-growing national demand for these sturdy, dependable
utensils— some of which were unobtainable during the war,
because thousands of tons of aluminum were used in making
cooking utensils for soldiers and sailors.

Look for the “Wear-Ever” trademark on the bottom of
each utensil.

Replace Utensils that wear out
with utensils that “ Wear-Ever”

WEAREVER

ALMNO The Aluminum Cooking Utensil Co.
Dept. 30 New Kensington, Pa.

TRCEMARK
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daily household supplies direct from the Great Larkin Factories and
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you make by

LARKIN & T DEALING

For over thirty years Larkin Co. has led the merchandising
world in values given direct to the consumer. We carry as
premiums many Nationally advertised lines such as
Congoleum Rugs, Oneida Community Service Plate,

Seth Thomas Clocks, Universal Line, Elgin Watches

and a score of others, all given to you with purchases

of Larkin Products under absolute guarantee of
satisfaction.
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600 Larkin Products
All are necessary house-
hold supplies, such as Foods,
Soaps, Toilet and Pharmacal
Preparations, Cutlery,
Stationery, Dry
Goods, Notions, etc.,
every one conform-
ing to the highest
standards and sold un-
der an absolute guaran-
tee of satisfaction or
money refunded.

30 Days Free Trial

You don’thave to wait or save. W e ship Products
and Premium on trial. If at the end of thirty days
you are satisfied you send us the money. If not
satisfactory, we will send for products and Pre-
mium, making no charge whatever for a re
sonable use of products. Can anything

be fairer than this? W e have for many

Rocker 037M
A remarkable ex-
ample. A big
handsome solid-
oak Rocker like
this usually retails
for$8 to $10. We
give it to you as a
Premium with a
$10 purchase of
Larkin Products of
your selection.

years successfully served thousands preight
of American homes—we can save * ~
again normal
money for you and Never were we. in
please you. batter position
to serve you.
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New Spring Catalog FREE

. . B Just off the press. Tells you
This Spring Gown is .
oneofourmanysmart all about the Larkin Prod-
New York Models. N

ucts. See the splendid
new offers of Wearing Apparel, like this model,
all handsomely illustrated and described,
also hundreds of attractive offers in furni-
ture, rugs, curtains, silverware, etc. Learn
how to interest your friends and neigh-
bors in our great Club Plan. We make
this a very profitable service for you.
They, too, will be glad to save money.

MAIL COUPON TODAY

Larkin Oa+

Buffalo Chicago Peoria

Mail Coupon today to nearest address

Litrfcm Buffalo Chicago Peoria
Please send me your new Catalog No. 26
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affairs. Suddenly, she tore them all up and
wrote hastily:

It's Tonsillitis. He's horrid. My head feels like
a gourd with my neck for the handle. But even
that is pleasant in comparison with my chagrin.
For me the song should read, “When you come to
the end of the imperfect day and sit alone with
your thoughts.” Of course I found out—even last
night—who you were. That awful thing | said
about you! ~ I'm truly sorry | said it, and more
sorry that | can't take it back. And to have
you so late! And your hand was cut! Ton-
sillitis is light punishment for me. The roses are
beautiful._ When the Fiend glares, they smile hack
at him. Thank you for everything.
Margot Jane O'Brien.

On the following Wednesday, Miss
O'Brien returned to her boarding-house
from a strenuous gathering-up of the loose
ends of her school work, and found a letter
awaiting her. The letter said:

Margot Jane,

I like your name. (That's vers libre.)

The Jane stands for the saucy part of you and
the Margot for—some things that are not saucy.

How is the Tonsillitis? ~ Gone. I hope:

Don't worry about the criticism. | have had
many, but never one more sincere. | have written
about’ things as | found them and I have not found
them rose-colored— Margot Jane.

| wonder if you know a Tom Kennedy in your
town? He and | used to play marbles (and
hookey) together a hundred years ago. | had been
to_ his house last Friday night when |—passed your
kitchen roof. His house seemed to be hermeti-
cally sealed, and | did not stop to break a window.
If you know anything about him, 1'd appreciate
hearing.

It was only common courtesy, of course,
to answer that “Tom” Kennedy was known
as the Honorable T. J. Kennedy and was
at present in the state legislature and that
the tonsillitis had gone, thank you.

In a week an appreciative answer ar-
rived. Now, Margot Jane O’'Brien, Irish as
to disposition, eyes, fanciful day-dreams,
and the cleft in her chin, was also Scotch,
and canny. So she did not answer the
letter. The tonsillitis was a thing of the
past, the new window-glass was neatly
puttied in, and the roses had withered, so
to the brief acquaintance she said farewell.
But, of course, she could not prevent Mr.
John Bruner Redfern’'s stopping in town
again, between trains, to see his friend Ken-
nedy. That he did not see the Hon. T. J.
Kennedy was not strange, seeing the august
body of lawmakers had not thought of ad-
journing. That he called on Margot Jane
O’Brien instead, was also not strange, for
did he know another soul in town ?

The months marched by with steady
rhythm. In February a primary teacher
revels in an orgy of hatchets, valentines
and cherry trees, in March literally falls
over kites, pussy-willows and seed-boxes, in
April supervises the painting of several
thousand wild-looking robins whose eyes
and beaks and wings mingle sociably.

Consequently, Miss  Margot  Jane
O’'Brien, Grade One, was very busy. And
very happy. The brief acquaintance had
grown into a friendship, fed by letters,
warmed, perhaps, by fugitive dreams.

It was May now, and the children were
piling creamy-white May blooms and
honey-sweet lilacs on Miss O'Brien’s desk,
and Miss O'Brien knew that the time had
come when John Bruner Redfern was to
stop once more between trains on his re-
turn from the west.

Legislature had adjourned, but it was
noticeable that the Sunday the author ar-
rived in town, he very impartially gave the
short forenoon to his old playmate and the
long afternoon to Margot Jane O'Brien.

The Sunday afternoon was glorious.
They walked out to a row of bluffs
overlooking the little city, the well-known
author and the unknown school-teacher.
At the crest of one of the green, rolling
hills they sat down on a fallen tree trunk.
Below them shimmered the river, worn like
a silver sash on the green dress of May.

The afternoon slipped away like the
river.

“There are some days so perfect,” the
girl said in the late afternoon, “that it
seems an actual sorrow we can't hold them.
Look at it!” She threw out her hands to
the panorama. “There's nothing in the
world that could improve it to-day. And
yet there will come days when the fields
will lie brown and parched and days of
sodden soil and dripping trees. But the
memory of the way it looks to-day will be
constant, like our faith that all we hope
for will come to us.”

The man turned to her. “You have the
optimism that has never known rebuffs,
the optimism of a child. It's a pleasant
life to lead, until you find yourself with a
figurative black eye. You called me a cynic
once. I'm not. The theory of my life can
be summed up in two words: | pay. Things
don’t come my way tied up in tissue-paper
and ribbon, as they do to you. I'm thirty-
eight. For the few sincere friends, the small
measure of success that is mine, | have
sweat blood—and paid.”

“And did it bring happiness?”

“Contentment—of a sort. Happiness is
another thing—an end-of-the-rainbow, pur-
suit-of-the-bluebird affair. 1've chased
down more than one road that led no-
where and brought me nothing. 1 once
thought | had found the things you call
Faith and Happiness. There was a girl of
course. | was a callow newspaper reporter.
She led me on—and laughed at me. And |
paid. That's all right—I hate a whiner.
But from that time, girls and women have
been types to me. | classify and pigeon-
hole them like any trained zoologist.” He
paused a moment, then turned to her with
his quick, boyish smile. “Live your life of
all-things-working-together-for-good if you
choose. But for me, | ask of Life mighty
few things—and | pay.”

While he was speaking, the girl, looking
far across the river, had grown a little white
around the lips. Now she turned to him
Irish-blue eyes that did not see him.

“l pay.” She repeated the words half-
dreamily, half-scornfully. “Yes— ?” It was
a slightly questioning, mocking tone. Sud-
denly she brought her eyes straight to his.

“Listen!” she said in a queer voice.
“You'll go to-night on the eastbound nine
oclock. I'll not see you again. I'll hear
of you, of course, but you will know noth-
ing more of me. You will only remember
that somewhere there is a girl who be-
lieved, with you, that ‘to pay' was the
most honorable thing in the world.

“When | was a tiny girl my father was
killed. My mother took me home to her
parents. In a few months she died, too.
They were humble Scotch people—my
grandparents. Grappy was gardener for
Judge Maynard, who lived across the alley
from us in a house that | thought was a
castle. There was a conservatory and two
towers and a formal flower-garden and a
long, curving driveway. A hawthorn hedge
shut out the alley where | lived, and it
seemed like a wall around fairyland.

“When Grappy used to go over there to
work I'd stand and peek through the haw-
thorn hedge, and if | saw Mrs. Maynard,
in her pretty clothes, drive away, I'd
squeeze through the hedge and go over
there with Grappy. There was a little sum-
mer house there, and the mere sitting in it
made me feel beautiful, wealthy and ac-
complished. | grew to think that every-
thing | wished for in that magic summer-
house would come true. Once | wished for
a big doll out there, and the Judge brought
me one. That | could take music lessons,
and he got me a teacher. That | could go
to college, and he made it possible. Al-
most everything | have had done for me
has come from him.”

In a moment she went on: “Grappy
died first, and last year, Granny. The
Judge has been my friend, my guardian,
my adviser. Two years ago his wife died—"
Involuntarily the girl turned away eyes
that had grown dark. “And he wants to
marry me—and |—must pay.”

She was silent a moment. When she
raised her head, a little smile, vague and
wistful, was at her lips. “There it is!”
She pointed across the river to the edge of
the overgrown town. “Do you see it—the
big brown house in that clump of oaks?
The Judge is out of town. He will be home
to-morrow night and | am to tell him then.
There is just one evening left to me while
I am free. Shall I tell you how I am go-
ing to spend it?”

She looked up at him with her whimsi-
cal smile.

“l am going to be all Irish to-night.
‘There’'s a wheen things that used to be and
now has had their day.” But to-night 1
am going to bring them all back again. 1
am going up to the old house where | lived
with Granny. Then I'm going to squeeze
through the hawthorn hedge into the big
garden, and the great-grand-childer of the
fairies that danced on the Cushendon downs
will help me re-create the atmosphere
of my little-girl days. ‘'Twill be sweether
than singin’ of linnets when May on the
meadows is young." 1'm going to the magic
summer-house. But | shall never wish
there again after to-night, for there is only
one thing more | want.”

She paused, and the man, his brows

drawn, watched her intently. “What—is
that?”

“It is all in a little verse | learned years
ago. | didn't know the meaning it would

some day hold for me:

‘Bid all repining to cease,
Speak to my soul in the twilight
And grant me my prayer for peace

Neither spoke for a moment. It was
the girl again who broke the silence. “Well,
Mr. Author,” her laugh sounded bright and
sincere, “put me in a cyanide bottle, stick a
pin through me and place me under a glass

tContinued on page 3S]
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case, but when you classify me, please print
underneath ‘Species — Non-Whiner.” And
now we must go, mustn't we?”

All the way home the gay banter of the
earlier afternoon did not return. The man,
deep in his own thoughts, stalked along
silently, grimly. The girl made a few at-
tempts at conversation and then ceased her
efforts.

They found the boarding-house de-
serted, with the calm of a Sunday eve-
ning on it. The girl unpinned a note, which
dangled from the topmost lilac in a vase
on the library table, and read it aloud:

We've all gone to Summerville. There's cake
in one tin box in the pantry and buns in another
and cold chicken and lettuce and salad dressing
in the refrigerator.

Ma Corvin.

P. S—If Hr. Redfern stays to lunch with

you, open a jar of strawberry jam

They both laughed. It cleared the at-
mosphere wonderfully—that jam.

“You'll stay?” the girl asked gaily.
“You wouldn't have the heart to keep me
from having some jam?”

“An inborn sense of chivalry compels
me to accept.”

The girl put on an absurd little ruffled
apron and gave an ample one of checked
gingham to the man.

It turned out to be a merry little affair
—that farewell supper. So talkative and
vivacious was the girl, that the man en-
tered readily into her mood. When the
hands of the homely black clock on the
mantel pointed to eight-thirty, the man
pushed back his chair. “ ‘Where duty calls,
you know—‘or danger,’ " he quoted lightly.

The girl stood up, too, and smiled.

“Well, Margot Jane O'Brien, I've grown
rather used to getting your bright letters.
You will still write? You won't let—what
you told me—make any difference?”

It is a very old question. Napoleon
probably put it to Josephine when he di-
vorced her. King Ahasuerus very likely
asked it of Vashti when he put her away.
But they all smiled—woman-wise—Vashti
and Josephine and Margot Jane O'Brien.

“Still write? Oh, no!” she shook her
head. “I'm as old-fashioned about those
things as—as—a Scotchman.”

“Then I'll say good-by and hope with
all my heart that your last wish will come

it will,” she returned. “I'm as
confident of that as—as an Irishman.”

They laughed again. It was going to
be a cheerful parting after all. The man
stood for a moment looking over the top
of her fluffy head, his brows drawn in their
characteristic way. “There's one thing |
want to tell you. What | said about study-
ing types—I didn't mean—you mustn't
think—"
ty years before, in a primer class,
Johnnie Redfern may have stumbled as in-
coherently.

“You're trying to tell me,” the girl's
honest eyes sought and held his—*“that your
friendliness toward me wasn't as—cold-
blooded as that? I'm glad of that.
And there's one thing | want to tell you.
I don't want you to leave with the im-
pression that I am going to be unhappy.
I'm not. 1've always been able to make
happiness for myself. There will be many
compensations. | adore the old house and
grounds. And the gardener has a little
girl to whom | can be fairy godmother—
think of the fun in making her wishes come
true! And the Judge has my deepest—re-
spect and—admiration.” 1f her voice faltered
for a moment, it was scarcely noticeable, so
quickly did she continue: “So you see, every-
thing will be all right, and your theory of
honorable payment is—quite right.”

She put out her hand. “You must go.
I made you late once, but trains won't wait
as patiently as audiences.”

He took her hand for a moment,
straightened himself like a soldier called for
duty, said good-by and was gone.

In the twilight, a girl in a white dress,
waiting by a hawthorn hedge at the edge of
town, suddenly threw back her head to

listen. The long wail of the nine o’clock,
eastbound train came from across the
river. Breathless, she watched it—a tiny

toy train against the black background of
the bluffs, specks of light shining from each
iature window. As the last little car
vanished into the night, she turned, and
pushed blindly through the hedge.
Suddenly, the dull ache in her heart be-
came a poignant pain. This was no en-
chanted garden. The castle was merely a
big, dark, lonesome house. The shining
knights and ladies were only tall canna and
gladioli. The magic lights were but fire-
flies. Where were her fairies? Years ago
they had come at her bidding to assist in
making hard things easy. She had not given
them a thought since—last winter. She had
not needed them. It was true then! They
forsake you when you have neglected them.
[Continued on page 36]

The Teeth Problem

Is Up

All Statements Approved

to You

by High Dental Authorities

This You Must Decide

Do you think your present methods of
teeth cleaning are sufficient to save your
teeth ?

W e think you know they are not. Teeth
still discolor, still decay. Tartar still forms
onthem. And.mostfolksatsome time, de-
spite their brushing, suffer pyorrhea

Statistics show that tooth troubles are
constantly increasing, yet the tooth brush
never was so widely used as now.

Science has found the reason. Itlies in
a film—a slimy film—which you feel with
yourtongue. Thatcausesmosttooth troubles

That film is what discolors— not your
teeth. Ithardens into tartar. Itholds food
substance which ferments and forms acid
It holds the acid in contact with the teeth
to cause decay

Millions of germs breed in it. They,
with tartar, are the chief cause of pyorrhea

So that film is your teeth's great enemy.

You brush teeth and think you have
cleaned them But much of that film
remains. It clings to the teeth, gets into

crevices, hardens and stays. It is doing a
ceaseless damage, while you ignore it
relying on tooth-brush protection.

There isnow a way to combat that film
—a way proved and approved by many
high authorities. It is easily used and as
pleasant as any other tooth paste, but it
does what nothing else can do

That way is called Pepsodent. We

urge you to try it, then decide for yourself
if you want it

A 10-Day Revelation

Whatwe urge is a 10-day test. Itwill
cost you nothing. Compare the results
with your present results, and decide which
you prefer.

Pepsodent is based on pepsin, the di-
gestantofalbumin. The film isalbuminous
matter. Theobject of Pepsodent is to dis-
solve it. Then, day by day, to prevent its
accumulation

The use of pepsin seems simple, but it
long seemed impossible. Pepsin must be
activated, and the usual agent is an acid
harmful to the teeth. Today it is possible
because science has found a harmless
activating method. Five governments have
already granted patents on it.

Dental authorities subjected Pepsodent
to every form of clinical test. Years were
spentin proving it before it was offered to
Today its results are known beyond
question, and dentists all over America are
urging its adoption

users.

See what it does. Send this coupon for
a 10-Day Tube. Use it likeany tooth paste
Note how clean your teeth feel after using
Mark the absence of the film. See how
teeth whiten— how they glisten— as the
fixed film disappears

Dothisforyourown sake. Seethe effects,
read the reasons for them , then judge if you
want them continued. A delightful sur-
prise awaitsyou. Cutoutthe coupon now.

Return your empty tooth paste tubes to the nearest Red Cross Station

The Neu)-Day Dentifrice

A Scientific Product—Sold by
Druggists Everywhere

=

10-Day Tube Free

THE PEPSODENT CO.

Dept. 397, 1104 S. Wabash Ave.,
Chicago, 1L

Mail 10-Day Tube of Pepsodent to

Name

Address

isallpure oil, greaseless, gritless, non-
acid. Penetrates to the innermost
friction pointy works out old caked
grease and dirt5 lubricates perfectly
hand wheel, treadle, all parts.
> Prevents rust and tarnish on polished
metal surfaces. Polishes wooden case
and painted metal
Use 3-in-One and your machine will
last longer and give much better ser-
vice while it lasts.
At all good storesin 15¢c, 25¢c and 50¢
bottles; also in 25¢c Handy Oil Cans
FREE Generoussampleand Dictionary of Uses.
To save postage, request them on a postal card.
THREE-IN-ONE OIL CO-
165DS. Broadway :s New York City*
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A postcard will bring yon your copy of our

BEAUTIFUL SPRING & SUMMER
CATALOG OF STYLES

from
FASHIONABLE FIFTH AVENUE
illustrated thruout with handsome

PHOTOGRAPHS FROM LIFE

(The camera never lies)

i, without the exaggeration of e
n you order from
photographs you know eéxactly how your
garment will look.
You get the very styles, moderatel
priced, that fashionable New Yor!
women are note bayingatour exclusive
FIFTH AVENUE showrooms.
models, workmanship and fabrics are
the same as those shown in other smart
Fifth Avenue shops, but you also enjoy
the savings made possible by buying

THE MOST EXCLUSIVE STYLES
DIRECT FROM THE MANUFACTURER
AT UNUSUALLY LOW PRICES

Satisfaction guaranteed or money back.
We prepay all mail or express charges.

COATS SUITS DRESSES SKIRTS
BLOUSES SHOES MILLINERY SWEATERS

MAMMTOM

I U GARMENT CO.

Send Postcard for Free Catalog TODAY to

SUSP 3,307 Fifth

No. tSt-All Wool

SIK gy TiMING

No. 665'-Fins Taffeta

AD Hares, fancy costumes and mys-
M terious silk masks form the fas-
cinating motif for a jolly entertain-
ment given during the gusty month
of Match. Correspondence cards with a
border of frisky rabbits pasted or sketched
around the edges are used for the invita-
tions. Doggerel seems more in keeping with
the spirit of the frolic than the usual con-
ventional phrasing, and it holds out more
stimulating hopes, somehow, of a lively
evening. The following bit of verse printed
upon the cards in red ink will convey the
message in suitable language:
On Wednesday night, at stroke of eight,
All happy souls will celebrate.
To the tune of the wild wind's serenade
We'll join in a March Hare Masquerade.

The name of the hostess should be writ-
ten at the bottom of the card under the
jingle. The “Wednesday” here given, will
accommodatingly become any other day
that the hostess may desire, without spoil-
ing either the promised fun or the rhythm
of the first line. Seal the envelopes with
red wax or else with rabbit stickers, which
come by the box all ready for use.

Costumes and masks will lend just the
air of gaiety and mystery needed to make
the happy occasion complete in every re-
spect. March Hares will surely be present
in puzzling duplication, wearing brown
cambric dominoes. The hoods of these cos-
tumes possess ears big enough to catch all
the secrets which the March Wind Maidens
whisper. In white frocks, with veils of lav-
ender, pink or blue, these graceful maidens
offer a dainty contrast to the grotesque
Mad Hares. The veils, which they wear,
are fastened between the shoulders, two of
the ends having loops of ribbon which are
tied around the wrists.

Alice of Wonderland fame comes dressed
as a little girl. She is costumed in a dark
one-piece frock with a frilly starched white
pinafore; she wears her hair bobbed or
plaited in two long pigtails. Her stockings
are quaintly striped in colors harmonizing
with her dress. None other than the Mad
Hatter, himself, is her companion. He struts
upon the scene, in a suit of pronounced
checkiness and a tie of equally startling de-
sign. Nor has he forgotten his enormous hat,
which he carries with him all evening, re-
fusing to surrender it to the hazards of the
cloak room.

No March Hare Masquerade would be
complete without Humpty-Dumpty, who
seems to have grown almost too stout to
sit upon any wall, much less to balance
on a comparatively frail thing like a chair.
A high collar, liberal padding in the waist-
line, and a white waistcoat enable this gen-
tleman to live up to his name in a truly
egg-like manner.

The guests may come representing any
character whom they choose to imperson-

Through

She passed slowly up the gravel path to
the summer house and threw herself down
by the rustic seat, a forlorn, crumpled heap.
How could she go on? Life was not
meant to be like this, with all the glamour,
all the enchantment gone! The Judge was
so good—so kind. Why, oh why,
had she been permitted a glimpse of some-
thing infinitely more sweet—and alluring?
Just a glimpse—and the door had been
shut!  Her mind seemed to creep numbly
like a broken, wounded thing, from one
bitter-sweet memory to another.

Suddenly she sat up. Someone was
coming through the iron gateway and
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ate for the space of a night. One condition
is imposed. Each must wear a mask.

Branches of trees, among which or-
ange-colored lanterns glow, will transform
the most conventional of housesinto amys-
terious place where Mad Hares and their
gay companions may revel to the top notch
of their hearts’ desire.

As the guests arrive, the hostess pins a
number upon the sleeve of each girl. The
men are directed toward a large square of
cardboard hanging on the wall. The card
bears this warning:

A number take with thought and care
And find a maid your fate to share.

Underneath this rhyme are lightly sewed
as many numbers as there are men pres-
ent. Each man selects one, and has as his
partner, the girl who wears a corresponding
numeral upon her sleeve.

After numbers are matched, ten minutes
are given for conversation before masks
are taken off. During this time, partners
try to find out as much as they can about
each other. When answers are limited to
“yes” or “no,” this task becomes somewhat
difficult.

Are you in love?
Are your eyes blue?
like me?

Do you like to read?
Do you think you'll

HESE are specimen queries. However,
T no one faced with the stimulating job
of trying to find out what kind of
person is hiding behind the baffling silk
mask, will be at a loss for questions to ask.
The next game is the rollicking one of
“Finding the Hare.” The guests all form
a line while somebody plays a merry tune
upon the piano. When the music stops, it
is a signal for the guests to search for
brown paper hares which are hidden around
the room. As soon as the music starts, the
players must join the line again. A hare
found afterward forfeits the right of the
player to try a second time. When a guest
finds a hare he steps out of the line.
Attached to each Mad March Hare is a
card upon which is written a fortune verse.
Some specimen jingles are as follows:

Before the March winds cease to blow
The name of your loved one you will know

Follow a scampering Mad March Hare
And learn your true fate—if you dare!

Here's to your fate, lass—
A handsome young manl

First make a net, then—
A cage—if you canl

When these jingles are read aloud they
occasion much merriment.

During the evening each one of the
guests is given an opportunity to visit Car-
mencita’s gaily striped tent, and take a
longer look into the future. A placard over
the door of the gipsy’s retreat announces:

1, Carmencita, will read your palm,
Into the years | see,

Nothing that the future holds
Wears a mask for me.

This dark-eyed fortune-teller reads palms
or foretells the future in a magic brew,
which she mixes in a little kettle suspended
over an alcohol lamp. Carmencita is at-
tired in a short red skirt, black velvet
bolero with a border of gold braid, long
black sash caught on the side by a red
rose, bright orange kerchief and quantities
of gay beads. If some one who is known
to the guests plays this part, her identity
should be concealed behind a mask.

IAD Romances,” which are unexpected
M and original enough to satisfy the
most reckless adventurer into the
land of sentiment, furnish the next diver-

a long narrow strip of heavy paper, deco-
rated around the edges with hares, hearts
and cupids. Each player is requested to
write his name upon his paper, fold it once
and then pass it on to the player on hi3
right. The hostess sits in the center and
asks the questions to which the guests sup-
ply written answers. As each guestion is
answered, the slip is folded and passed on.
Thus no one can see what has been written

before. At the completion of the game, a
whole romance will be finished.

These questions are suggestive. What
is his name? Her name? Where did they
meet? What did he say? What did she
answer? Where did they go next? What

happened there? When did he ask her to
marry him? What did she say? Where did
the wedding take place? What did she
wear? What did he wear? Where did
they live? Were they happy ever after?

When the queries are all answered, each
guest must read his own romance aloud.

After this game, the guests are invited
into the dining-room, where a charmingly
decorated table greets them. Hanging from
the chandelier is the frame of an old um-
brella, covered with green crepe paper and
graceful bunches of sunshiny jonquils.
From the top of the umbrella, alternate yel-
low and green ribbons are carried to each
guest's place, where they are tied to small
crepe baskets filled with crystallized fruits.
Yellow cheesecloth with a border of scam-
pering brown hares, makes a novel cover-
ing for the table.

The menu is dainty and typical of the
whole entertainment. 1t consists of sand-
wiches of brown bread with a filling of
cheese and olives; grapefruit salad with
mayonnaise dressing; toasted marshmallows
on butter-thin crackers; orange ice, served
in tall glasses which should be tied around
the stems with butterfly-bows of yellow
tulle; and punch, with diced fruit floating
around in it.

the Hawthorn Hedge

[Continued from page jj]

crossing the broad, sloping lawn. Fright-
ened, she sprang up and stepped to the
doorway. It must be the Judge. He had
come home on the nine o’clock train, a
day earlier. What could she tell him?
What excuse could she give? No whimsi-
cal, childish belief in good fairies could aid
her in this. She couldn't—

The man seemed taller than the Judge
—and broader-shouldered.

“Margot Jane!” he called.

Her hand went to her throat. He had
missed his train then.
“1 thought you were the Judge.” The

words sounded strange and far away.

“And you were frightened?”

“Terribly.” Her voice caught.
sorry you missed your train.”

“1 didn't miss it. | was there in time.
I couldn't go.” His arms went around the
trembling girl and he drew her gently to
him.

“1 came back—because | can't let you
marry him. It's unthinkable. 1 know
now that, for me, you are Faith and Hap-
piness. | love you, Margot Jane. Could
you care for me—if you tried—dear heart?”

Just at first she could not answer.
Then, trembling, she whispered—“And 1
thought—the enchantment— had vanished.”

“I'm
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Catch a Spot in Time

Home Treatment for Stained Clothing

By Laura Gates Sykora

QPOTS are among the big “little things” of life.
ink splotches on the children’s best

importance are

frocks, or fruit stains on our favorite napkins!
fortifies you against their surprise attacks.

Of what

This article
Cut these “stain

cures” out, and paste them in your cook-book or on cards put

in the handiest place you can think of.

be prepared!

remarkable in style or quality, but it

was the most wonderful suit in the

world to me, for | was eighteen and |
had purchased it with money | had earned
myself. The first time | wore this suit was
one evening when my mother and | were
to dine with a friend at a queer little
foreign restaurant in the Spanish quarter
of San Francisco.

The restaurant was tiny and famous,
therefore crowded, so we had to take a
table which had just been vacated. A
claret bottle stood directly in front of me,
and | reached to place it to one side of
the table. My hand slipped, and the cork-
less bottle spilled its contents over the skirt
of my lovely new suit. | didn't dare to
look at Mother, for | knew that she was
thinking, “Where will another suit come
from?”

A Remedy for a Wine-
Splashed Skirt

The friend with whom we were dining,
handed me a salt cellar. “Sprinkle it thickly
on each spot,” she instructed. Then she
called the waiter to bring more salt. “Your
skirt will be all right by the time we are
through dinner,” she said encouragingly. 1
doubted it, but eighteen always relishes a
good dinner. 1 still remember how | en-
joyed the tamales and frijoles!

When dinner was over, the waiter ap-
peared with a little whisk-broom and
brushed the salt from my skirt, and not a
single spot was left! Even the great big
stain in my lap had completely disappeared.
To me it was a miracle, but one which has
since repeated itself many times.

I ONCE had a gray suit. It was not

Dry Absorbents for Ink Spots

Salt is one of a number of absorbents
which can be used for removing stains. It
is very successful with some ink stains and
should be tried before strenuous or chemi-
cal means are employed. However, all inks
are not of the same consistency, so it is
well to have several different remedies. Be-
gin with the simplest, the absorbents. Salt,
corn-meal, French chalk, talcum powder
and magnesia, make up this group. These
keep the ink from spreading, and remove
any fluid not absorbed by the fibers. If
the spot is very large, apply one of these
agents before trying anything else. Use a
glass rod or blunt stick to work the ab-
sorbent around, and renew as soon as
soiled. If the dry absorbent fails to take
up the ink, make a paste with a little water
and continue the application.

Some school inks can be removed by
soap and water, especially if quite fresh.
Other ink stains will come out if the gar-
ment is soaked in milk, and the milk
changed after it becomes discolored.

If these first remedies have failed, try a
saturated solution of oxalic acid. Let the
stain soak in the solution for a few min-
utes, then rinse with cold water. Next in
turn, put the splashed material through
water in which a few drops of ammonia
have been added. Soak the articles for two
or three hours, if necessary, in a solution of
2)/2 teaspoonfuls of salts of lemon (potas-
sium acid oxalate), dissolved in one-half
pint of water.

What Caused the Stain?

If you know the character of the stain
which you want to eradicate, it is much
easier to judge what agent will be most
effective. A stain caused from lemon juice,
grapefruit juice or other fruit acids, can be
removed by an application of an alkali.
Baking-soda is the simplest and handiest
alkali.

To Banish Perspiration Marks

It isnot very often that substances which
are called alkalies, like ammonia, washing-
soda and borax, leave stains, unless allowed
to remain so long that through evapora-
tion they become strong. Even though the
material is not affected by them, the color
may be, so it is well to neutralize these

The next time, you'll

spots at once. In neutralizing spots made
by an acid, the use of an alkaliis necessary;
so, in neutralizing a spot caused by an
alkali, acid must be used. The best ones to
try first are those which are the most con-
venient. In households, lemon juice or
vinegar are usually within easy reach.

In the case of washing-soda or am-
monia, a thorough rinsing in cold water is
usually sufficient. When these are applied,
the stain becomes bright yellow, and re-
mains so, until thoroughly neutralized.
Then the color disappears entirely. Apply
the acid until this change takes place. Per-
spiration from the armpits is alkaline, and
stains caused by it may sometimes be re-
moved successfully by following the above
instructions.

Removing Fresh Fruit
Discolorations

In summer, fruit stains are a menace to
one’s napery. Practically all fresh fruit
stains, if worked with when moist, may be
removed with cold water. When they are
dry, they are more difficult to do away
with. This is especially true of the dark
coloring matter of peaches and berries. It
is never well to use soap on these stains,
because the alkali in the soap, in the ma-
jority of cases, sets the colors.

Fruit stains may be removed from fast
colored or white wash materials by
stretching the stained article across a bowl
and pouring boiling water upon it from a
height of several feet. This is done in or-
der that the water may strike the fabric
with some force. If the stain proves re-
sistant, rub, and apply the hot water
alternately. For silk, wool, or other deli-
cate fabrics, stretch the goods across a pad
of blotting-paper and sponge gently on the
wrong side with a lintless cloth and warm
water. Use a piece of the same material as
the dress, if possible.

Stains remaining after treatment with
boiling water can sometimes be bleached
by moistening with lemon juice and expos-
ing to bright sunlight. A stain which turns
blue or gray after the application of boil-
ing water, can be loosened by moistening
with a little 10 per cent solution of acetic
acid. This restores the original color to the
stained area, and makes the blot more sol-
uble in boiling water. If necessary, apply
first the acetic acid, then the boiling water.

Potassium permanganate can be used as
a last resort. This is an excellent stain re-
mover for all white fabrics and for some
colored ones. When putting the latter into
use, it is best to first try its effect on the dye.

Apply Alcohol to Grass Stains

Grain or wood alcohol will remove grass
stains from washable goods when soap and
water fail. It, too, is safe to use on ma-
terials which can not be laundered.

Three Methods for Remov-
ing Grease

There are three general methods for re-
moving grease spots; the first is with soap
and water, which removes the grease by
emulsifying it, the second is to absorb the
grease with dry substances, and the third
is to dissolve the grease.

The first method is applicable to all
wash materials and is satisfactory for many
wool fabrics. For the latter, sponge the
spots in question with a good soap and
water. Then rinse thoroughly.

The use of absorbents has the advan-
tage of leaving no ring, as is the case with
many of the grease solvents. But this
method is effective only when the grease is
unmixed with particles of dirt. In usingan
absorbent like blotting, or brown paper,
place a piece on either side of the spot and
press with a warm (not hot) iron. The
grease is then melted and taken up by the
paper. When using the absorbent powders,
like Fuller's earth, French chalk, magnesia
or talcum, place the stained material on a
flat surface, and spread a layer of the ab-
sorbent over it, working it around gently
with the finger tips. As soon as it be-

[Continued on page jS]
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Walls of Exquisite
Beauty at Low Cost

Give your home an entirely
new environment by rejuvenat-
ing the walls with Alabastine.
Cover gloomy surfacessmudged
with winter’s grime and dirt—
give them the soft velvet tones,
the mat-like finish so greatly in
vogue just now by applying

Instead of Kalsomine
or Wallpaper

Alabastine comes in a wide variety of soft nature tints and white.

individual colors can be obtained by intermixing.
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New and

Can be used on any interior wall surface—over plaster, wall board, canvas,
soiled painted walls, burlap, and even over old paper that is firm on walls and
Easily prepared in one minute by mixing
two quarts of cold water with each five-pound package and applied with flat

has no raised figures or aniline dyes.

seven- or eight-inch wall brush.

Alabastine kills disease germs and vermin.

Alabastine is the accepted wall treatment for public buildings— schools, churches,
clubs, hospitals and hotels, as well as homes.

The Red Cross
and Circle on each
package protects you.
See that it appears on
the packagesyou buy.

The Alabastine Company

Prices:

Five Pound Package
White_Alabastine 70c.
Five Pound Package
Tints Alabastine 75c.
Special deep shades No.
J5 dark green) and No. 3
deep brown),

Write our artde-
partment for free
advice as to new color
schemes for your
home. Interchange-
able color chart free.

314 Grandville Ave.
GRAND RAPIDS, MICH.

“Your local dealer is entitled to your trade.”

$1238 for this Aladdin Bungalow

A real American Home.

two bedrooms and bath, besides a large porch.
A most interesting home—a new design.

for this home of six rooms.

in its natural colors in the wonderful book “ Aladdin Homes'".
homes will help you build this home at asaving.
message for every builder in 1919. Send for your copy today

Save $200to $800~ Cut Out W aste

Aladdin Readi-Cut homes save money for you by saving waste of lumber and
All material cut to fit in our mills by rapid automatic machin-

Send
for -this
Book of

waste of labor.
Homes

ery saves waste of lumber and waste of time in erection.

Contains large living room, dining room, kitchen,
And the price is only $1238

See it
This book of 100
It has a vital

Aladdin prices include

all material cut to fit, lumber, outside and inside finish, lathe and plaster, glass,

nails, hardware—the ‘complete home.
building * Aladdin Homes" No. 220.

Send stamps for the interesting book on

THE ALADDIN CO.

911 Aladdin Ave.

Bay City, Midi

CanadianBranch, The Canadian/ll/iddtn Co.,Ltd
C.P.R. Bldg., Toronto. Ont.
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Get It Early
$100,000 Free Style Book

1 do not care how many other fash- $1.00
ion books you send for. AIll I ask is not to
forget mine. Itis absolutely free to you $ 1.00

I'am notgoing even to talk aboutbuying
now. 1 want you to have my book because itwill
give you so many ideas of the beautiful new
styles. Itwill acquaint you with exactly the
kind of clothes that will be most worn.

Remember, | consider my credit
as an extra advantage. Don'task for
my book merely on account of that. Get
itfor its loveliness and price savings.

If 1 were in your place, and if

| were thinking of buying new
clothes, | would look every-

where first. 1t only takes a

postage stamp to get my lat-

est style book. Do as you

please” about ordering when

Silk Georgette W aist

The material is guaranteed pure silk geor-
gette crepe of excellent quality. Genuine cut
Steel beads are worked into a® handsome and
attractive design, further beautifiedwithstun®

—= "~ " derv—not machine
down front,
nded neck i$

“EXCEptionally g0y Style; and tool for summer
wear. Starting from shoulder seams is an
extra collar, coming down sailor fashion in
back. Closé fitting, new style cuffs.

Hand Embroidered
COLORS: White flesh, navy biue Belgian
biue, or taupe gray. Sizes: 34 to 44, bust
measure, o larger. Order from this paper.

No.U.4 P.3470 pRga, $4.98

1001 Economy Prize Styles
Pay About as You Please— Satisfaction Guaranteed

i i 1 send things on approval, right into your
With my style book will come @ | 5o0dagson BoBConty MigRica!Sadre:
credit certificate, opening your account.

When you get ready to buy, simply tellme
whatto send. If satisfied, you spread the
cost over several months—paying me about
as you please.

All Bargains-How | Get Them ideas in trimmings and the latest tendencies in

I was virtually brought up in the
ladies’ wearing apparel business—first as a
style expert; then as abuyer. | became acquainted
with all the famous designers who create styles.
| know them now as old friends. | got to know
mill9 and makers everywhere. | deal Tn such enor-
mous quantities, that when I go into the market |
aimost dictate prices.  The proof of all this is in
the prices my style book quotes. Mail Post Card Request—NOW !

MARTHA LANE ADAMS, 3669 Mosprat St.,CHICAGO

Know the Styles
My new book tells whether skirts will be

Suits, coats, dresses, waists, skirts, hats,
shoes, lingérie, underwear, children’s
wear, and 300 kinds of piece goods.

Minute Tapioca
Croquettes

X apioea

Minute Tapioca Substitute has the same
food value as Minute Tapioca. . A mixture
of nutritious flours and genuine tapioca,
it has the same delightful taste as Minute
Tapioca. Your favorite dessert or dish will
taste just as good as if Minute Tapioca
itself were used.

MINUTETAPIOCACOMPANY, 23 Salt MainSl., Orange, Male.

Washington, the home of the Pathfinder, Is the

center of civilizations_history is 'being

ade at this world capital. The Pathfinders
illustrated weekly review gives you a clear, im-
artial and correct diagnosis of public affairs
ring these strenuous, epoch-making days

whole;
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Catch a Spot in
Time

[Continued jrorn page 37]

comes gummy, shake off and repeat until
most of the stain is removed, then apply
another layer and allow to remain over
night. Finish with the blotting-paper and
warm iron.

Either chloroform, carbon tetra-
chlorid, ether, gasoline or benzol will re-
move grease. Try one of these if the other
treatments have failed. The first two are
the most practical for general uses, as they
are not inflammable. They are also pref-
erable to the others mentioned, for tarry
and resinous substances.

Place a pad of clean cloth or a white
blotter beneath the stain, and change as
soon as soiled. Sponge on the wrong side
with a piece of the same material. To pre-
vent the grease or solvent from spreading,
surround the spot with French chalk or any
of the dry absorbents, and rub the stain
gently until dry. Sometimes the spot will
have to be dipped into a bowl of the sol-
vent, and then gently rubbed with a soft
brush. In this case, it is better, if possible,
to immerse the whole garment. This pre-
vents the formation of rings. Another
method especially successful in cleaning laces
and delicate, unwashable materials, is to
make a paste of magnesia and chloroform,
and spread it over the article or spot.
Leave it until dry, and brush off.

Milk, Eggs, Meat and Blood
Stains

The stains made by milk, eggs, meat
juice or blood have a protein which coagu-
lates if hot water is poured upon it, and
becomes very difficult to remove. For
washable materials, first try plain soap and
water. If this does not remove the stain,
soak the garments in a solution of two ta-
blespoonfuls of household ammonia to one
gallon of water. Sponging with hydrogen
peroxide will remove the last traces. On
thick materials, which can not be con-
veniently soaked in water, use a paste of
raw starch mixed with water. Apply the
paste thickly, and when dry, brush away.
Repeat until stain is entirely removed.

To Do Away With Rust

The simplest method of removing rust
from white goods is to apply lemon juice
and salt, and put the article in the sun. A
solution made by boiling a stalk of rhubarb
in a cup of hot water, is strong enough to
remove an iron rust stain. Boil the stain
in the solution for fifteen minutes. Be-
gonia leaves and stalks steeped in a cup of
boiling water and then used in the same
way, will be found successful. In the case
of colored materials, try hydrochloric acid
on an inconspicuous place in the material.
If it does not affect the colors, try it on the
rust stain by making a solution of equal
parts of the acid and water. Spread the
stained material over a bowl of steaming
hot water, and apply the acid, drop by
drop, with a medicine dropper, until the
stain becomes bright yellow. Then im-
merse instantly in hot water, and rinse
thoroughly. Repeat the application if it is
necessary, adding a little borax to the last
rinsing water to neutralize any acid which
might remain in the fabric.

Traces of Mildew Vanish

An uncomplicated way to get rid of mil-
dew is by soaking the damaged material
overnight in sour milk, and then placing
in the sun without rinsing.

In your kitchen, perhaps there is no
sour milk on hand when you find that some
article you have stored away is mildewed.
If this is the case, wash the spots in a so-
lution of vinegar and salt, and place out of
doors in the sun to bleach.

Another method for getting rid of the
ugly traces of this mold, is first to wash
the goods in dear cold water, then dip it
in a solution made by mixing one teaspoon-
ful of oxalic acid in half a pint of water.
After immersing the stains, wipe off with
clear water. Then wash at once, if the
fabric will bear friction.

Upon old and persistent stains, use potas-
sium permanganate as already prescribed.

Qil Solvents for Oil Paints

The best oil paint removers are the
oil solvents such as chloroform, carbon
tetrachlorid or benzol. First sponge the
stains. If the stains are large and scat-
tered, rinse the entire garment in fresh
quantities of the liquid.

There are doubtless occasions when the
children come home with big disfiguring
smears of pitch on their clothes, and you
may be at a loss to know how to make
their little frocks or rompers wearable
again. If the garments are made of white
or colored cotton or woolen goods, apply
oil of turpentine or benzine to the marks,
and finish by washing in soap-suds.

GIRLS! LOTS OF
BEAUTIFUL HAIR

35 cent bottle of “Danderine” makes
hair thick, glossy and wavy.

Removes all dandruff, stops itching
scalp and falling hair.

To be possessed of a head of heavy,
beautiful hair; soft, lustrous, fluffy, wavy
and free from dandruff is merely a mat-
ter of using a little Danderine.

It is easy and inexpensive to have nice
soft hair and lots of it. Just get a 35
cent bottle of Knowlton’s Danderine now
—all drug stores recommend it—apply a
little as directed and within ten minutes
there will be an appearance of abundance,
freshness, fluffiness and an incomparable
gloss and luster, and try as you will you
cannot And a trace of dandruff or falling
hair.

If you want to prove how pretty and
soft your hair really is, moisten a cloth
with a little Danderine and carefully
draw it through your hair—taking one
small strand at a time. Your hair will be
soft, glossy and beautiful in just a few
moments—a delightful surprise awaits
every one who tries this.

Try a 35 cent bottle at drug stores or
toilet counters

Instant BunionRelief
Prove It At MyBxqerse

I You can be quickly cured, if you

‘(SEnd 10cents coin or Btampsfor70-page bookonStam-

cured myself after
Benjamin N Booue, 9003

THREANS GV OMENVINED
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HITE tapers glow-
ing through green
crepe shades are
delightful additions to the

ROLL of white

crepe paper, gilt-

edged harps, and
emerald shamrocks, a
pot of paste and your
scissors will make you a
costume appropriate for
the fete of St Patrick.
Sprinkle on the emblems of
the “ould sod” in festoons,
in rows, or in any of the
ways suggested by the
simple designs shown here.
For headgear, you have
the choice of a harp-
adorned cap, a shamrock
edged crown, or an in-
formal tam topped by un-
certain swaying shamrock-
tipped spirals.

E young
Saint Pat-

rick's Day
hostess suitably
“witkims” her

guests in such a
shamrock - edged
crepe paper frock
as is shown in the
central figure. Be-
fore they cele-
brate the feast of
Erin's patron
saint, it will be
fun to give the
boys and girls
aprons, caps and
flags to lift them
out of the realm
of every-day.

For Sale—Second Hand—
100,000 Kitchen Stoves

fective favors
Ecan be made with

green crepe paper,
harp - marked flags, in-
genuity and a little time.
The fluted baskets are
pretty to mark the girls’
places. Let the sham-
rock-man stand guard
over each boy'splate. He
will wobble and bow his
clover-like head, because
it is set on a spiral wire,
but his plug hat won't
topple—it is part of his
stiff paper face.

[Continued jrom page 6]

the most modern of electric steamers and
ovens—how clean it is, how it shines, how
good it smells! Here is a recent menu:

Vegetable Soup . 2 cents
Savory Pastie* .6

ft
ROASt REEl  ..oocevvrrirsns 8
Liver and Bacon 8
Potatoes 2
(reens 2
Rice Pudding 3
Baked Jam Rol 3
Tea 2

At half-past eleven the kitchen opens.
The women bring their jugs and plates
and carry home their dinners. How
many of them take two or three portions
of soup only! Some, of course, take meat
and some, again, soup and one of the
ample meat-substitutes—great portions of
macaroni and cheese with gravy. At twelve
o'clock the workmen begin to come in, for
there is a double service. You can buy food

and take it away, or you can eat it there.
There was a very great contrast between
the wants and requirements of the women
and girls who had come out to bring back
food for the meager homes around about,
and the large square meal which the mu-
nition workers tucked in. And presently
they began to thin out and their place was
taken by a riotous lot of schoolboys, most
of them with bare knees and fresh English
faces, their cheeks as red as apples, and
many little caps with school monograms,
for nearby there is an old school. And
here was a thing that struck one coming
from a cosmopolitan land like ours. It was
how English these lads looked. Each boy
might have been the brother of the other—
no admixture of all the races of the earth
here. They were such a contrast to the
workmen and the neighborhood and the
slatternly women, for they were shining,
[Continued on page 40]

W hy envy the girl with

Once possibly, you had the
same cha'rming, radiant skin,
but failed to give it the atten-
tion it required. Before you
may know ag the charm of a
lovely complexion, the impuri-
ties imbedded in your skin must
be removed,—stamped out.

the faultless complexion?

The healing medication Res-
inol Soap contains is prepared
forjust such treatment. Com-
mence tonight the proper
cleansing and stimulating
treatment this soap gives—
persevere.

Sold by all druggists.

Unhampered Grace

I T IS a question if Fashion's present mode could be so popular

without Delatone

The sleeveless &own and sheer fabrics for sleeves

cause it to be a very necessary toilette adjuvant for every woman, for
Delatone makes possible freedom of movement, unhampered &race, modest

~ i

ppELATONE |7

a reg us.patoff. | S |
1 at>Ro fIINIIC .| P

I ClipfRFUAN3  Jib

SHEFFIELD
PHAHMACAL CO.
CHICAGO00'

elegance and correct style

“they all use Delatone"

Thatis why—

Delatone is an old and well-known scientific prepa-
ration, for the quick, safe and certain removal of
hairy growths, no matter how thick or stubborn,

Beautyspecialists recommend Delatone forrem oval
of objectionable hair from face, neck or arms
Afterapplication, the skin isclear, firm and hairless
Druggists sell Delatone; or an original 1-0z. jar
will be mailed to any address upon receiptof $1 by
THE SHEFFIELD PHARMACAL CO.

Dept. H A..339 S. Wabash Ave. Chicago, 111
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HONDEJ

Straightforward Quality
and Genuine Pine Tar

ACH ingredient of Grandpa’'s Wonder Soap is
carefully selected to give the utmost cleaning
value. No imported perfume or artificial coloring
is used, as these elements are useless as cleansers.
Nature has given Grandpa’'s Wonder Soap its color
and odor in the form of genuine pine tar— a perfect
cleanser and healer.

All excess moisture is removed from Grandpa's Wonder
Soap by a special process which gives long lasting qualities.
The perfect blending of rich pine tar and coconut oil pro-
duces an instant abundant lather.

This lather given by genuine pine tar and coconut oil cleans
naturally and cannot possibly injure the skin. That is why
women whose hands are roughened and stained by housework
have found the regular use of Grandpa's Wonder Soap so
helpful in keeping them white and soft.

Buy a cake today or send coupon for free sample.

s RANDPA'’S

Wonder® Soap KIf

The Genuine Pine Tar Soap

THE BEAVER SOAP CO., Dayton, Ohio. Gentlemen:— McC
Please send me sample cake of Grandpa'sWonder Soap containinggenuine pine tar.

Piano Clarinet
Organ Piccolo
Violin Ukelele
Comet Sight
Guitar Singing
Banjo Harmony_a_nd
. Composition
Mandolin Hawaiian
Harp Steel Guitar
’ Cello Tenor Banjo
Trombone Viola
Flute Saxophone

Learn Music at Home

Music no longer difficult! New plan makes it easy to learn by home /
study. Positively easier than with private teacher. Faster progress. You f
will be able to play your favorite instrument in a few short months. Read f
the letters in our free book. More than 200,000 men, women and chil- S
dren have learned by our method. You, too, can learn. We give y .
you all lessons free. Write for particulars. * Mail

SPECIAL OFFER RN

7/ us Brunsyiol*
FRUGALGq b

'ree b ob Muslc

short time, therefore, we offer our marvellous lesséhs and charge only
for postage and sheet music—which is small. ~Beginners o ad*"  w

vanced pupils.
Mail the Coupon NOW vy
Mail coupon

0.
Art_quick, while ITeroT Tree Jessons 15 0
{hstriiments supplied when needed. Cashor credit
U.S.SCHOOL OF MUsIC,
143 Brunswick Bldg., New York City.

tio ety bt tpeanlc
nany instrument.

Address...
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For Sale— Second
Hand — 100,000
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combed and brushed to within an inch of
their lives, well fed—the kind of school-
boys that you see on Christmas cards—
dozens of them, gobbling up the good food
as fast as they could.

So the people ebb and flow until one
o'clock, when a strange little procession be-
gins to trickle along. These are the babies.
They come for their “penn’orth o’ rice pud-
in’." Two by two they come, babies not
more than three years old; sometimes a
veteran of five or six firmly marshals in
two smaller ones. Babies with buttonless
shoes, with one sock between two of them,
torn clothes, their little armholes ripped
open, each clutching with solemn intensity
the plate which is to hold the “penn’orth
o’ rice puddin Soldiers come in to eat,
stenographers, employees of every kind, and
always the trickling of the bedraggled dis-
couraged women coming for soup.

Many of the collective ways of doing
things may disappear now that the war is
over, but the National Kitchens will not.
They are increasing every day, especially in
the workingcommunities. For these kitchens
can cook food for you better than you can
cook it yourself. The head supervisors of
the cooks are trained in the very best
methods.

There is also another development, and
that is the National Restaurant. This has
proved, in spite of its low prices, a paying
investment. | had an excellent lunch for
something like 27 cents, in a bright, cheer-
ful place, and later I was shown the many
excellencies of its equipment. The effect of
these kitchens is that they are demonstrat-
ing what food ought to be. They raise the
standard of living for the people and fur-
nish an adequate ration.

There are some towns where the food
wagon goes around with food kept hot and
you go to the door and buy your dinner
cooked. And now here you see the first
step to getting rid of the terrible household
tyrant, that grim and dominant monster,
the kitchen stove. As families, we do want
to eat together, but there is nothing sacred
about Mother having to cook the meals,
and as more and more women inevitably
go out from their homes to help earn the
family’'s living, it has become more and
more evident that something must be done
about it. Well, England is pointing us the
way with her National Kitchensand Restau-
rants, which already feed a half million
people a day, and her Traveling Kitchens.

Of all these matters, the one that engages
my imagination the most is that of the car-
line kitchen. Halifax, in Yorkshire, an in-
dustrial community, has S3 miles of track
with several switches. The kitchen travels
up and down these tracks, stopping at sta-
tions where the women come and buy their
food. The electric power of the car also
cooks the food as it travels along and keeps
it warm when once it is cooked. In this
car is the usual equipment of women with
their white chef caps and their spotless
white aprons. | am sure | wish that all
our towns had a traveling kitchen like this.

Lately our health people have been find-
ing out some strange things aboutthe coun-
try districts. They say our country chil-
dren are not properly fed. Many people
hold the belief that no regulation of prices
was necessary with us and that we have
not suffered from the war at all; but this is
not true. Aside from our casualties, the
war has also taken its toll of our vitality.
In 1914, five per cent of the children in
New York City were found to be mal-nour-
ished. By 1917 this figure had risen to
twenty-one per cent. This meant one
thing—wages among the poor people had
not kept pace with the rising prices of food

There is a very large public besides the
very poor, which has suffered under war
conditions and which has had no share in
war profits. These are generally just plain
folks, people like us, people with little sala-
ries, the.farmers, the small shopkeepers.
Prices soared and the purchasing power of
our earnings shrunk. There was one thing
that did not shrink, and that was our chil-
dren’s appetites, but in everything but the
few fixed commodities, prices rioted at will.

It has been said that the fixing of prices
is antagonistic to the American feeling.
Which part of the American feeling, one
wonders? The very large public who buys
food, or the smaU group who sells it?
There is talk now in America that price-
fixing of all commodities will soon stop and
that the natural laws of supply and de-
mand will reassert themselves. But here in
England there are many others in authority
who say that English people will never
again go back completely to the old ways.
They say that never again will profiteers be
allowed to traffic with the necessities of
life. If that proves true, then it seems to
me that England will be ahead of America
on its march toward a wider democracy.

101Q

How Can 1
Earn Some
Money?

How can I, a woman with no
previous experience, earn the
money necessary to the welfare
and happiness of myselfand those
dependent upon me?

This perplexing question has
been answered to the entire satis-
faction of thousands of =women and can
be answered for yon just as satisfacto-
rily. We have shown them a pleasant,
dignified waly of abtaining needed money.
In this ably suited to a
Woman's Yasied and "BbUlty, you may
devote all or only part of your time and
be sure of handsome returns for every
hour so engaged.

For more than twenty-four years the
entire output of our immense mills has
been sold direct to the customer through
local representatives. Some representa-
tives have been with us continuously and
have enjoyed fine incomes all these years.
Write us at once for full information.

Nearly every household knows the
name of our products

Worlds Star

Hosiery and KhanKnit
Underwear

The well known high quality and ex-
ceptional value of the great World's Star
Uue make our representatives welcome
callers in every . tomers are
easily secured and the satisfactory values
bring repeatorders season after season.

We Have Helped More
Than 17,000 Women

They have founded with our help,
growing and prosperous businesses and
each month sees them making more
money. This is your opportunity to
place_yourself in a similar independent
position, and have money coming in.

Your Success Assured

Most of our successful representatives
began with no experience whatever. Our
sales instructor explains fully the success-
ful methods. Write immediately for full
particulars. We want representatives,
and someone in your locality will repre-
sentns. Soactnow before the territory
is assigned.

Oar Beautifully llustrated Catalog
Tells the Whole Story—Send for It.

STO OMEN

Lane Bryant S & New York!

Nadine is pure and harmless. Adheres until washed

off. Preoenls sunburn and return of discolorations.
A million delighted users prove its Value. Popular
tints: Flesh, Pink, Brunel(e While. 50c. by toilet
counters or matt. en

National Toilet Company, Paris, Tenn., U.S.A.

S

Druggists; Srep, Qintert, Takoum 25, each
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Youth for Youth

[Continued jrom page //]

Then her eyes filled up and she asked,
reaching out a hand to me, to be forgiven.
“l1 know it's not your fault exactly,” she
said, “only he probably knows that you
know her, and that might have made him
think it was all right for him.”

“Good Lord! Letty,” | said. “I intro-
duced him to her myself a week ago.”

That struck her speechless.

“Come now,” said 1. “Calm down and
face the facts. All boys get infatuated with
actresses. And it seldom does them any
harm to speak of, even when it involves
hanging around stage alleys and scraping
acquaintance with the only sort within their
reach — some ramshackle, shabby-minded
little vulgarian of a chorus girl. And for a
boy to have a chance to meet, in a decent,
self-respecting way, a real person like Jane
Page, and for her to be kind enough to let
him play around with her a little, is some-
thing for you to thank his stars for. And
as for thinking it could come to anything
serious, that's simply too absurd.”

Rather tall talk that was, I'll admit. It
wasn’t the way | had felt when | saw Jane
and Arthur walk away together to the thea-
ter, the night of our dinner. But | had
taken myself in hand that night before get-
ting off to sleep, and had persuaded myself
that my emotional fears and forebodings
were nothing but the product of an over-
excited mood. | wasn't in love with Jane,
was 1?  No, | was not. Therefore, those
feelings of mine must have been a mood.
Jane had shown herself to be, once more,
just her amiable, enthusiastic self. The
woman and the actress in her, both, had
been stirred by the story | had told her
about him, by his dramatic appearance so
pat upon the telling of the story, and by the
coincidence of his turning out to be some-
one she had seen in her audience. It was
probable that, despite my dissuasions, she
still fancied she saw a play in him. He was
a nice boy in whom 1 was interested. That
little emotional outrush of hers toward him
had been most natural.

AND, | had argued further, was that the
/A only incident of that day that | had
been guilty of exaggerating? Hadn't
I taken Arthur's predicament a good many
degrees too hard? He'd been temporarily
upset, of course.  And, somehow, he'd upset
me. He had, most likely, already begun to
forget that nightmare of his. Long before
they were ready to send him down to Camp
Grant, he'd probably be eager to go. Any-
how, I'd best do nothing about it unless he
came to me again.

That conviction, that pair of convictions
indeed, | had settled to before | dropped off
to sleep, at an unearthly hour, I'll confess,
on the night of my dinner with Jane and
Arthur.

I had rather hoped for some word from
Jane during the four or five days that
elapsed before my trip down state. |
had wanted her to call me up on the 'phone,
as she so often did, just to say hello and
ask me what | was doing with myself, and
I had been inexplicably shy about calling
her. Arthur, 1 hadn't heard from either,
and in his case, didn't expect to.

On the whole then, the line | took with
Letty represented honestly enough my rea-
sonably attained beliefs. Of course it is
true, on the other hand, that it steadily
ignored my emotional misgivings.

But those emotional m ngs weren't
as dead as | pretended they were, and some-
thing about Letty's expression, as she stared
at me while | talked on, made my words
ring flat in my own ears.

Something about me was pitiable; my
ignorance, my credulity, my blindness. Yet
I was not, nor did | deserve to be, pitied.
That's as close as | could come to an
exegesis of the look with which Letty re-
garded me, as | assured her of the harm-
lessness of Arthur’s acquaintance with Jane.

“Of course,” she said, “1 don't know
how far a thing would have to go for you
to call it serious. But this is what Victoria
told me, and | suppose she tells the truth.

“It seems that her Cyrus and a friend of
his, up there in the training camp at Fort
Sheridan, came to town together last Satur-
day, and went to the matinee at that thea-
ter. They saw Arthur sitting alone in an
upper box. And after the play, they went
behind the scenes— Cyrus and his friend, |
mean— because the friend knew a man who
was in the company. And while they were
back there, they saw Arthur,” Letty stam-
mered and blushed over this, “they saw
Arthur come out of her dressing-room.

“They went to another play that night,
and after it was over, to a place called the
Green Grotto, a sort of restaurant, | sup-
pose, and there they saw Arthur having sup-
per with her.

“Victoria thought it was funny; pre-
tended to, anyhow. Cyrus was so furious,
she said, with envy over Arthur’s success.
I don't know whether you feel that way
about it or not.”

Well, for a fact, | didn't think it was
so very funny, but 1| valiantly set about

disabusing Letty of some mistaken implica-
tion she saw in the episode. 1 pointed out
to her that it was entirely customary for
actors—yes, including actresses—to receive
friends in their dressing-rooms. Jane's
maid, of course, was present in the room
when Arthur made his call.

As for the Green Grotto, it was a
place of the highest repute. It went so
far, indeed, in upholding the proprieties,
as to prohibit women from smoking. All
actors needed a meal after an evening per-
formance. And, in Jane's case, when she
had an escort, it was pleasanter, as well as
doubtless more convenient, to have her sup-
per in a down-town restaurant, instead of at
the end of her long drive out to High Forest.
There was nothing disreputable or ruinous,
then, about any of Victoria's details.

Letty, as soon as she had seen the drift
of my observations, had opened up her
shopping-bag and begun exploring its in-
terior. A quarter of my mind, perhaps, while
I talked, was occupied with this activity of
hers. The moment | finished, she produced
an opened letter and held it out to me.

“You'd better read this before you go
any further,” she said.

It was addressed in Jane’s handwriting
to Arthur.

“Without his permission, or hers, of
course | won't read it,” | said sharply. The
more so because | was aware from a sud-
den pang, how much | wanted to.

“I've read it,” said Letty, “and I'll tell
you what it says. She calls him ‘Arthur,
dear,’ and speaks of his having made her
cry. She tells him he mustn't come on
Friday. She won't explain why. He must
trust her for that. But he’s to have a picnic
breakfast with her Sunday. That will be

to-morrow. And he's to come to ‘the garage’
early. The ‘garage!’”
“The Garage,” | said, “is her name for

where she lives, just as decently as you
do in your house, chaperoned by an old
woman cousin. And an actor’s breakfast is
what we call lunch. Sunday dinner is what
she’s asked him to

“1 should think,” | added, “that the
fact of his having turned the letter over to
you to read would be enough to show that
there is no harm in it.”

| stopped short there, for Letty’s bright
blush was confession enough that her son
had not shown the note to her. She'd been
rummaging. Well, she had her own code
with Arthur, as | had discovered years ago.
A scolding wouldn't effect anything.

“It's the first thing,” she said over a
dry, stabbing little sob, “that he’s ever kept
from me.”

“Oh, please don't cry,” | said. “I'll do
anything 1 can, of course. It's just that |
don't see, for the minute, what there is that
I can do.”

“You can save my boy for me!” she
cried passionately. “If the woman's not as
bad as I think, so much the better. If she's
just amusing herself with him, doesn't mean
anything serious, why, you can ask her to
stop, not go on until she has spoiled his
life. Butyou see,” she added forlornly, “she's
pretty well spoiled everything already.”

I didn't know what more to say, nor
what to do. 1 wasn’t, perhaps, as far from
agreeing with her as she must have sup-
posed. It was distinctly a reprieve that my
telephone rang just then. | took it that
way, anyhow, until the instrument spoke.

“1 want to see you,” Jane was saying
tensely in my ear, “as soon as | possibly
can. It's important.”

“Where are you?” | asked. And then
literally jumped when she answered. “I'm
right here in your office. They told me you
were busy with someone.”

I didn’t stop to think.
fatal, 1 knew.

“Oh, come right in,” | said, managing,
I hoped, to sound pleasantly casual. “Mrs.
Hornsby's here.” And rather precipitately
hung up.

“It's Jane,” 1 explained to Letty. *“I
thought you'd like to meet her yourself.”
That was all there was time for, before the
door opened.

One thing | understood in a flash, was
the conquering intention | had seen in
Letty’s dress. She hadn't, of course, ex-
pected an encounter with Jane, not an
actual meeting like this, at all events. But
jealousy for Arthur, and perhaps just a
little, unacknowledged, for me, had made
Jane her rival, and it was for Jane she had
put on her armor.

It was rather a breath-taking business,
the way she rose from my chair and drew
herself up so implacably for battle.

Well, thank the Lord, Jane was an
actress! 1V have applauded her entrance,
if 1'd dared. There was so perfectly poised
a serenity about it, there was so total an
absence of flourish, there was so exquisite a
youthful deference in her acknowledgment
of the introduction, which 1 performed a
shade too casually, as | was aware.

She was as perfect in her way, as Letty
was in hers. They were well-matched.

[Continued on page 5§]

That would be

Here they are!
New yarn books
from New York!

Send today for your copies

The smartest, newest models in
women's sweaters, every sort
and variety—over two dozen

The newest sports hats from
New York!

Children’s out door clothes—
baby things,soft and light—
pages and pages of them.

Every model designed by a
NewYorkauthority. Full
and explicit directions

Here are the newest and
mostadvanced styles.

W rite for the books
today
Corlicelll Y«rn Book

No. 8. The newest

sweaters for women.

including the modish

little * Dorothy DIX"

slip-on. _Knit_hats,
tarns and scarfs.

Afghans, efc.; boys
suits and sweaters;
child's bathing suit;
men's gloves. Eve

model illstrated,
manyinactual colors.
Pricé 15c, by mail 18

Corlloelll Yarn Book No. 6. Directions for Mrs.

astle’ favorite Corticelll sweaters, for infants'caps
plzyrues. shirts, etc.: the new child’s middy sweater
and other advance models. Sport vests and coats.
Price 15¢, by mail 18c.

Also beautiful and exclusive
crochet designs

Lessons In Crochet, Book No. 7. Handsome full
bedroom set In lilet crochet.  Unusual sweaters
luncheon sets, scarfs, filet panels  for curtains and
draperies.  Price 10c, by mail

the new

w e ste rn

\hcuum Cleaner

In this up-to-date cleaner, proper
brush speed is obtained by a simple
worm gear—a refinement of that
used on giant motor trucks. It's
one thing that makes the “Western
Electric’ decidedly different and

most kind to the finest rugs.

Other good points are: brush action
can be stopped instantly if desired—
runs easily over rugs of any size and
thickness— lighter than any other
cleaner of its type— picks up dirt,
thread and lint.

Mat. coupon to nearest house for booklet
No.83CQ, telling all about this new cleaner

INCORPORATED
Chicago
San Francisco

New York
Kansas City

Other Distributing Houses in Principal Cities
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Knitted blouses are
the ~voguel This is
one of the newest
models—directions
sent special, with

Lessons In Crochet, Book No. 6. New and beauti-
ful designs for bedroom sets, lincheon sets, table
covers, towel ends, collars, yokes, etc. The new
Hardanger lace, especially attractive. ~ Kn't silk
sweaters, slip-on and buttoned. Price 10c, by mail 1.

Order these books of your dealer and save postage
SPECIAL OFFER.—AL1 four books sent for only 50
cents.Write today, Address. Corticelll Silk Mills,
28Nonotuck Street, Florence, Mass.
No Canadian orforeign orders accepted

All Corticelll Mercerized Cordonnet retains its
snowy whiteness and sparkling lustre until worn
out It has the most perfect twist and will not
splitor knot. Ask to see the new CorUcelli Yarns.

Built
From aWoman’s
Viewpoint

A sweeper within a
vacuum cleaner— this
is what the observant
housewife has wished
for. Experience tells
her that a rug must
first be brushed brisk-
ly to loosen the dirt.
Experience tells us
that a proper-speed
brush and a strong
vacuum is most satis-
factory combination.

with
motor-driven brush

WESTERN ELECTRIC COMPANY

Address.
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Nubuck Oxford
Guaranteed genuine
RNubuickleather.suede
finish.” Military heel.
Perforatedwing tip effectand foxing.
White fvory fitished leathier sole arid
ol Sl¥|e o2 B1ue Book of tyle.
QOrder from this

212108

aper.
Color: White. ' Sixes
Widths: C Dand E.

N6 iinorso” Brite prepaid.

0. K4A2788. Price prepaid-

Free Delivery
to Your Home

Nubuck
High Boot

$5i5

Nubuck Press Boot
Lovely white_suede
finish—New military
heel and perforated

leathersole and heel, Easy to keepsnw

rom the Blue Book of Style.
rderrlﬁhl from this paper.
Colur White. Sizes; 21-2to8. Widths; C.Band E. $5.95

Free for the First Time

Barker’s-Chicago,

The Blue Book of Style

Ask for it quickly and receive a complimentary copy of this famous style authority. This is

only a limited edition.

Opening its pages is like steppin
Tto "the smartest shop 'In America. " BUt
there is this difference’ the prices are very

rate—no more than ordinary  clothes

The styles are truly enticing modes
fithe Kind that reallygood dressers hunt

high_and" low Whether you_ever
A M L A o L
ideas about

pages many new and splendid

hé seasons fashions.

You will delignt in its completeness

—for it is a big. thick book and shows

getly nine hundred and ninety - nine G-

ferent articles of women’s wearing apparel—s
wear to" millinery

Shop in Chicago

Rubens

Baby's

A note from you on the back of a postcard, before it's too late, is enough

Smart Wearing Apparel
That Every Woman Loves

We spare no expensein searching outbeautitul styles

and ci W desi we build sample gar-
Mentsor everylhlngregardlesso cosl~evendown tothefini-
estbits of underwear. - We_employ the country's best de-

Signers and fashion artists for this purpose. | THat accounts
for he smartness and unusual charm in all our clothes.

hen the most Erac[lcal experts duplicate these su-
DovbRamoles for abbas onecitin Ihaoriginal That o o
secret ofour business—the trueart in clothes-making. In tho
end, none but an insider can tell garment from garment.

A Shop Only for Women

We sell nothing but women's wear—from footwear
to millinery. Dealing women_exclusively
Ieamedwhatmeydemandmclo(hesofan price. Ansautitl
style Isoften marred by unsightly finisfi_poof. inings and
shoddy buttons ake'ifa pointto always putalittle
more care oS st T tra i g w from
Tong experience that It pays. | Good ressers examine such
mm s first.

don't think of the Blue Book. of Style as just an
e catalog of ordinary fashions. * Don't think you
will notfind in T things thal are good eriough-—styles above
your means. It s for everyon

All the Risk is Ours
~Rest assured on thispoint: We will never allow you to
ht Ueverselettirom
s. Ail purchasesare delivered free, right into your home—no

uarantee. We give asreforence the Com Exchange National
nk of Chicago one of the greatest banks n A

When you a0k for the Blue Book of Style, McCall's re-

quest that you mention it in writing to ‘Barker'a-Chicago

Other Other
Addreee Addreee

Needed CHICAQO 7 Needed H

Infant Shirt

Health Insurance

Rubens Infant Shirt is a healthy
insurance policy from the baby’s
first day on earth until its sixth (

year.
needed.

Double protection where V
Slips on and off like

a coat— is adjustable to per-
fect fit and to the baby's

No Tvouble
1Rea. V. S Pat. O

Send

growth. Comes

all materials, at mod-

erate prices.
Manufactured only by

Rubens & Marble, Inc.

2 No. Market St.
Chicago

52~for this 152
Human HairNet

B Imports

e
youi one of these 15¢ hair nels for only 5c. With your Bonnie-B Hair
French Coiffures,

Net youwill receive " Artistic Fres
shows vou how to dress your hair in the newest mode.

THE

a valuable booklet which
IVrite todayl

COMPANY, Inc., 222 Fourth Avenue. New York City
Also Importers o fthefamous fyreSf) Veil
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Shaking Ourselves Out
Of Ruts

By Hazel B. Stevens

ING-A-LING!" Ten o'clock Satur-
day morning. A gay voice hailed me
over the telephone: “Will you take a
run into the country with me this

morning? I'm after tomatoes for canning.
Bring your basket.”
Would I! It took me just ten minutes

by the clock to slip out of my house-dress
and into something less unconventional. In
twelve minutes the automobile was at the
door.

“Hop in, and we're of beamed my
friend, the holiday spirit bright in her eyes;
as she tucked my big basket safely away.

Away we went. There was a glorious
crisp tang in the air, and we turned to
smile broad smiles at each other in appre-
ciation of it, feeling like two schoolgirls
out for a “lark,” instead of matrons with the
responsibilities of families on our shoulders.

“You're such an adaptable creature,”
praised my friend.

“What!" | cried. “Do | get commended
for being ready to go on a wonderful ride
on a wonderful fall morning?”

“But you'd be surprised how few would.
Why, you're the only friend 1 know that
I'd dare ask on a Saturday morning.”

This was a new point of view. | con-
sideredit thoughtfully. “My house isnever so
dirty,” | submitted, “that two hours in the
afternoon wouldn't make it presentable for
Sunday—leaving the extras till Monday.”

“Of course not! You'd think house-
wives would all feel that way. But they
don’t. Take my cousin Anna, for instance,
who lives next door to me. She washes on
Monday, irons on Tuesday, mends on
Wednesday, bakes on Friday, cleans on
Saturday. Nothing short of a fire or an
earthquake would make her vary her pro-
gram. As for going riding on Saturday
morning, she holds up her hands in horror
at it. 1 know she does, because I've tried
her. And so would most of our friends who
do their own work. If you don’t believe
that, try them sometime.”

It happened that soon after this | had
occasion to “try them.” We were organiz-
ing for war Relief work, and were ar-
ranging days when different women might
serve; we five in a suburban neighborhood
where few of us keep maids. Aschairman, |
put my queries, with the following results:

“Monday? No, | couldn't give Mon-
day—that's my washday.”

“Tuesday? No, | do so and so.”

“Wednesday? No, | always—"

“Thursday? Oh, no! that's my- -
day.” But we finally managed to find
some one person for each day who did not
have a permanent household engagement;
until we came to Saturday.

“Saturday?” “No!” “No!” and again
“No!” Everybody cleaned on Saturday!

“But couldn’'t you clean on Monday?”
I asked in despair. Then came the ava-
lanche of disapproval of which my friend
had warned me. You would have thought
it was a penitentiary offense to clean on
Monday!

O | seem to be presenting a thesis
D against order and system in house-

work? Heaven forbid1 On general
principles it is a good thing to have regular
days for regular tasks. But the object of
any schedule is defeated when it rides as
master instead of serving—as it does the
minute it becomes so iron-clad that it can
not be broken to accommodate some in-
terest, for the time more important.

“I'll never have a Saturday cleaning day
as long as | live,” confided a bride of a
month. “Saturday at home has been the
horror of my childhood. Never could I go
on a school picnic, or to a football game, or
anywhere else on Saturday, because the
house had to be cleaned though the skies
should fall!”

What a pity 1 Even though the day be-
fore Sunday had been, in general, the most
convenient day for cleaning, especially since
it was the school holiday and Mother
needed the help of her half-grown girls, yet
couldn't it have been arranged that they
should clean after school, occasionally, so
as not to have been cut off from all social
activities? They had been cheated of some-
thing that could never be given back to
them, and all in order to keep in a house-
hold rut of cleaning certain inanimate
things at a certain traditional time.

The principal of a small high school,
not long married, said to me the other day,

“Is there any unsurmountable reason
why a woman must always clean her house
on Saturday? You know that is my day
off, but whenever | want Lena to go some-
where with me, she’s always up to her eyes
in sweeping and dusting.”

This surely proves that deference to a
fixed household “day” was with her a habit

and not a necessity. With but two in the
family, the young bride had nothing to do
all week but tend her wee house and keep it
as spotless as she liked. Yet she must
needs spend her husband's one day at home
in making her house thoroughly uncomfort-
able, and herself unlovely, as well as un-
available as a companion. The result was
that her husband, who in his position
needed to keep up with many social en-
gagements on Saturday, was getting into
the habit of going alone; and his wife was
losing many enjoyable trips, and the com-
radeship of her husband.

It is an attitude of mind, then, that
needs changing. 1 have in mind a very
charming girl of our college days—admired
by all our “set,” beautiful to look at, al-
ways wonderfully dressed, and good fun.
But somehow it became noticeable that at
our many impromptu gatherings, picnics,
and such things, Alice was not there. A
comment of one of the men of the crowd
gave the reason:

“1 love to take Alice places,” he said;
“but she never can go unless you give her
at least a week’s notice.”

And then | realized that 1, too, had
stopped asking Alice to anything but the
most formal affairs, because she always had
to “shampoo her hair” or “press her dress,”
or she “had nothing to wear,” or she
“couldn’t possibly go this afternoon.”

And so she was depriving herself of all
the fun! | dare say that as she grew older,
she had to “clean” or “iron” or “bake”
whenever a party was planned.

Once, as a half-grown girl, I remember
happening in at a certain aunt’'shome about
nine o’clock in the evening, and finding her
just starting the family wash1 Wwell, 1
recollect the shock to my conventions this
gave me, and my feeling of superiority at
such “shiftlessness.” | must have shown
my feelings in my face; for my aunt said,

time of day if 1 had my choice; but

I work day-times, and the store has
been keeping open late for holiday trade.
It’s better to wash now than to let the chil-
dren go dirty, isn't it? 1 have to do the
best | can.”

It was a little sermon against “ruts”
that | never forgot. My aunt had been left
with four small children, and no income.
She was going cheerfully ahead, doing “the
best she could,” sewing on Sundays, and do-
ing housework at odd hours. But no mother
ever made a greater success of her mother-
hood than she; for her children grew up
helpful, loving, efficient.

My solution for easing the “ruts” in
housework is, first, quick adapting of our
point of view, and, training ourselves to
see things in proper perspective. To keep
Wednesday for baking if we like and it is
most convenient, but to be able to see that
cookies will be just as nutritious if baked
on Thursday, providing something more
important comes up on Wednesday.

Second, in handling the big tasks, I use
rotation. For instance, windows need to
be cleaned at least once a month. Instead
of “making a day of it,” 1 clean the win-
dows in the front of the house one week;
the dining-room and kitchen windows, the
next; upstairs front, the thir and up-
stairs back, the fourth. This brings me
around the circle again, and has kept a
hard task a mere incident.

The same way with sweeping. | do
downstairs thoroughly one week, and up-
stairs thoroughly the next, and alternate
with a more or less cursory cleaning.

I try to keep my house “up” in such a
way that at no time will a surprise descent
of guests disconcert me, or an unplanned
trip, or a sudden illness of a member of the

YOU know, Betty, | wouldn't wash this

family, requiring close attention, clog the
domestic machinery.
This year at fall cleaning time, 1 found

myself with a daily engagement in war
work for each afternoon. Therefore |
cleaned only during the mornings, a room
at a time, and by three o'clock was clean
myself, and in a street frock, on my way
to town. Never, | am sure, was my clean-
ing done better, or with less disturbance to
myself and my household.

Let's let the big things count and the
little ones sink back into their places. If |
sit down amidst a pile of “dirty” dishes to
finish a sock that needs to get off with a
shipment, or to write a letter to a home-
sick laddie; if | leave my Saturday sweep-
ing till Monday in order to fit into the
camp-hospital visiting hours with an arm-
ful of posies, shall I not be the better for
it—and my house none the worse?

Along with the other lessons that the
war has taught us, let's let it shake us out
of our RUTS!
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rRITE TODAY for our free book showing thirty patterns of
Velvety Rugs in actual colors. This book tells how your
faded, worn-out, thread-bare carpets, rugs and old clothing
are first washed, picked or shredded, combed, respun, dyed and then
rewoven into beautiful new Rugs, in the latest two-tone effects, any
color you want, and any size.

New Rugs at a Saving oi /&>

Olson Velvety Rugs rival the high-priced Wiltons, Brussels
any other rugs made in this country; they are reversible, seamles
soft, bright and will wear for many years.

©ur (guarantee

We will allow you to use your new rugs one week— put them on thefloors
of your home, subject them to every-day hard wear, examine them
closely, call inyour friends, ask their opinion; then, ifyou think your
rugs are not the best value obtainable for the money, send them
back; we will Pay you for your old carpets and old clothing.

Every Order Completed In Three Days

F R FF Designs in actual colors, our liberal freight pay-
* ment offer and full particulars are given in our
free book, No. 59, “ Rugs Made From Your Old Carpets.”
Write for it today. We send it free and postpaid.

OLSON RUG CO.

Use the Coupon at lower
Dept. D-17,36 Laflin Street, Chicago, Il1l.,U. S. A.

comer of this page or just write a postcard.

Sleeping: room in country home. with mahogany furniture. two-toned

Rose Olson Velvety Rugs and curtains in harmony.

Read What Buyers Say of Their Olson Velvety Rugs:

“Lovely Rugs”

From Mrs. L. V. P. Smith, Whitehall, Mont.:
11 recelved the rugs yesterday and 1 was sur-

ovely rugs made out of my
old carpets. | think they are real nice.’

prised to see such

“Much Pleased”

From Mrs. Elmer Dunn, Berwick, O.:
ruGS Pohahed me i apienan comdition ard 1 am
very much pleased with them. | could not

recognize the old material I sent yo

They Are Beaulies”
From Mrs M. S. Morton, Mohawl

*Received my rugsin fin Sondition
and they are beauties, so much prettier than |

‘Colors Are Pretty”

From Mrs. Carl Schombert, 520 Smith St.
rugs you made for me
arrived in Good condition ahd'we are very much

hey do not look at all

Johnstown, Pa.:

pleased with them

fike the rugs I had seen made from old carpets,
he colors are very pretty."
“Agreeably Surprised
From Mrs.B. F Plumley; PurtHupe Mich.:
“1 would not be doing you nor myself justice if
1,id not tell your | am more thar piegsed with
the rugs, especially the brown one gy ar
beautifui and every one who sees them Is very
much taken up with them. | was afraid X
would be disappointed, but contrary to
that, am very agreeably surprised. Was also
| fed with your splendid_promptness
in manufacturing and shipping.

HUE

/a)a
8 A "
s

“Does Not Seem Possible”

From Hayes L. Boss, Box 90, Old Muystic, Conn.:
“Received rug today and I will say it is a beauty. My
wife and I are delighted with it. ~ We thank you fordoing
. well with the material we sent you. It does not seem
possible those old carpets were so valuable. | will
recommend your good work to my friends.

“Certainly Well Satisfied”

F H. W. Eversman, New Knoxville, O.: *
received our Veivety Rug in first class condition and we

expectation in beauty. It is indeed a mystery to us how
you can make such a beautiful rug out of the old material
we sent you.”

“They Are Beautilul” ~l
From Mrs; Fred L. Hart Box 4 Glen.. o> .

dale, Ore.: very much pleased mjr /vAw'.Aw

with my rugs. |£oes nat seem poss- o

ible that they can be made from ct

the old worn materials | sentto

you. Every one who has seen

them is delighted and tP > .

thinkstheyarebeauti- (' d ~ V *

20m Certainly there

H
0~ A~ Y <
V' s
rug'
° v
o\

con

op *

43

~I

H i



McCalls Magazine for March, 1QI@

m,

Durable-DURHAM Hosiery isnot
a product of Child labor. No
person under 14 years is employed
Average working day is 8 hours
and 15 minutes. Industrial con-
ditions under supervision of experts
trained in U. S. Government courses
on employment management.

~"OSIE™

Trade-Mark

BIG SISTER

A fine, wide elastic
out-size_slocking with
extra wide elastic top.
Medium weight. Made
from soft combed lisle-
finish yarn.  Strongly
double reinforced heels
and toes.  Balbriggan,
black and white.

Every pair is strongly reinforced
at points of hardest wear 1 soeee

A serviceable stocking
lor women. Made

- . . . from soft lisle finished
Hosiery is one of the constant expenses of every American family. ™, Medium ueight
It is well worth while to know hosiery; to know what brand to buy in o o

order to save money and avoid darning.

Ask your dealer to show you Durable-DURHAM Hosiery. Examine it and you
can see the extra reinforcing that means extra wear. You can feel the fine quality of
the yarn and notice the careful finish and splendid appearance of the stockings.

Then when you wear this hosiery, the longer wear proves its economy. There TAR HEEL

are fewer new pairs to buy— less darning— more satisfaction. You will realize that Smﬁ\( "m‘,?;’lj”g{'t"hvgggt
it is possible to buy really good hosiery at reasonable prices if you get strongly reinforced Peels

top securely knit on.

DURABLE s e,

white
FOR MEN, WOMEN AND CHILDREN
Made Strongest Where the Wear is Hardest ROVER LAD
A good medium-
There are other good features that have made this hosiery a great favorite throughoi ‘S”L;L%,'Ig‘ Substantial
States. The tops are amply wide and elastic; legs are full length; sizes are accural E{r'ﬁr'fél’ye"é'gﬂ%’igk'rffﬁ
soles and toes are smooth, seamless and even. The Durham dyes prevent fading afte: forced heels and toes.
washing. There are styles of Durable-DURHAM Hosiery for every season of the yei Feet and toes"smooth
dress, play or school. Black and white.

For coldest weather Durable-DURHAM Fleecy-lined
Hosiery is full of warmth and full of wear
Fleecy-lined stockings and socks for women, children and men, strong and good-looking,
with soft, warm fleecing throughout.

You should be ableto buy Durable-DURHAM Hosiery atany dealer's. Ifyou do notfind it, jnfl
write to our Sales Offices at88 Leonard Street, New York, and we will see that you are supplied.

A Free Catalog showing all styles will be mailed if you will write for it /

DURHAM HOSIERY MILLS, Durham, N.C. M
88 Leonard Street, New York
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THE MCALLFOOD BUREAU

There is a Whole Meal
in this Casserole of
Veal and Vegetables

O matter what amount of fuel you

use, make the dollars you pay out

for coal, wood, gas or oil bring you

full value. Money saved in burning
less fuel can be expended in foods and other
necessities. You can save money by plan-
ning oven meals. The cooked courses of
your dinner, from the main plate right
through to the dessert, may be baked in the
oven.

In using the oven of a coal-stove or
wood-stove, be sure that the dampers are
right, and the stovepipe free from soot.
Don’t pile on fuel; add the least amount
that will keep the fire going. If you use the
range for heating as well as for cooking,
select foods which require a long, slow
cooking, rather than a hot, quick fire.

When preparing food on the top of an
oil- or gas-stove, regulate the height of the
flame. Turn down the burner as soon as
the water has started to boil, and the food
will cook just as quickly, even if the boil-
ing is not so vigorous. Remember that
matches are cheaper than gas or oil, so put
your flame out and relight it when again
needed. When you let the flame spread
around the sides of a utensil you are wast-
ing heat.

In planning oven meals, consider the ca-
pacity of your oven, the time it takes to
bake the foods, and the kind of oven they
require, whether hot or slow. At the same
time, have in mind a variety in flavor and
nutriment. Always serve with such a meal
some food which requires no cooking. Salad
plants with French dressing, fresh fruit and
the raw vegetables, such as celery and
radishes, offer plenty of choice.

The following menus offer suggestions
for combinations:

MENUS FOR OVEN DINNERS
Roast Chicken
Roasted White Potatoes
French Dressing
Sterling Sauce

Baked Squash
Lettuce Hearts
Cracker and Jam Pudding

Casserole of Veal (with potatoes,
onions and carrots)
Scalloped Tomatoes
Sliced Orange Salad

Lemon Dressing
Cream Puffs
Whipped Cream Filling

Meat Loaf
Baked Beets
French Baked Potatoes
omaine Sal
Indian Pudding
Hard Sauce

Baked Oysters
Corn Muffins
Glazed Sweet Potatoes

RSNIPS are in the class of “homely,
hardy vegetables,” and their possib
ties are rather vague as far as the
average housewife is concerned.
There is nothing particularly attractive
about a water-soaked vegetable. So, like
all “winter” vegetables, parsnips should be
cooked in as small a quantity of water as
possible. They should steam, rather than
boil, if they are to retain their full flavor.

PARSNIP CAKES

Grate sufficient raw parsnips to make
one cupful. Add one cupful of bread-
crumbs, two well-beaten eggs, one table-
spoonful of cooking-oi Season with salt
and pepper. Moisten with milk; shape into
flat cakes. Bake in the oven in a pan con-
taining meat drippings, basting the cakes
frequently until they are well browned and
richly crusted.

PARSNIP OYSTERS
Grate three or four parsnips, add three
well-beaten eggs, one cupful sweet cream,
three tablespoonfuls of flour, two table-
spoonfuls of cooking-oil. Season and mix.

FOOD ISWHAT

YOU MAKE IT

Making the Most of Your Oven

By Lilian M. Gunn

Instructor in Foods and Cookery, Columbia University

Apple, Celery and
Nut Salad

Ginger Pudding
Jelly Sauce

Baked Halibut
Celery
Baked Corn and Pep-

pers
Sweet Pickle
Chocolate Pudding
Whipped Cream or
Marshmallow Whip

Here are recipes for some of these
dishes. 1f you want any others men-
tioned, | will gladly send them, if you will
enclose a stamped, addressed envelope
with your request.

CRACKER AND JAM PUDDING
3 eggs y2 cupful sugar
1cupful milk Grated rind and juice
1 tablespoonful butter of one-half lemon
F2 cupful cracker- 3 tablespoonfuls jam
crumbs

Soak the crumbs in the milk. Rub the
butter and sugar together. Add the lemon,
and beat. Add to the cracker crumbs.
Beat the yolks of the eggs, add to the
first mixture, then beat the whites, and
fold them in. Grease a pudding dish,
spread the jam, place the mixture on top,
and bake one-half hour.

CASSEROLE OF VEAL WITH VEGETABLES
2 pounds veal (inex- 1 teaspoonful salt
pensive cut)
cupfuls diced pota- 4 pepper corns
2 teaspoonfuls Worces-
2 cupfuls diced carrots

rshire
2 smallonionssliced thin ~ Tiny piece bay leaf

Cut the veal in 2-inch pieces, roll in
flour, and brown in a little fat. Season
and put in a casserole with 2 cupfuls hot
water. Bake very slowly 3 hours. Add
the onions, and after 15 minutes, the po-
tatoes. Bake 15
minutes and add
the carrots. Bake
y hour longer.

Individual
Puddings

A Fluffy Coconut-sprinkled Jelly
Sauce, Delightful with Baked Gin-
ger Pudding

CREAM PUFFS

1 cupful hot water
y2_ cupful _butter or
butter-substitute
1y2  cupfuls pastry

flour

5 eggs

Heat the fat
and water until
the mixture boils.
Add the flour all
at once, and mix thoroughly. Cook from
three to five minutes and when cool, add
the unbeaten eggs, one at a time. Beat
until thoroughly mixed. Drop by table-
spoonfuls on buttered baking-sheets, and
bake in a moderate oven 25 or 30 minutes.
When cold, open at the sides and fill with
cream filling or whipped cream.

CREAM FILLING

1/3 cupful flour or % cupful sugar
iy2 tablespoonfuls corn- /i teaspoonful salt

tarch 1 teaspoonful vanilla
2 cupfuls scalded milk 1y teaspoonfuls butter-
2 eggs substitute

Moisten the flour or corn-starch with
some of the cold milk. Add this to the
hot milk. Cook 15 minutes in a double
boiler. Beat the eggs, sugar and salt to-
gether. Add to them the hot liquid and
butter-substitute, return to double boiler
and cook until the egg thickens. Remove
from the fire. When cool, add flavoring.

FRENCH BAKED POTATOES
Peel small potatoes and cut in eighths,
lengthwise. Soak for an hour in cold
water. Drain and dry between towels.
Dip in melted fat, and place in a small
baking-dish or casserole. Season with salt

and pepper. Bake ¥z hour with casserole
covered, then un-
cover and leave
until the potatoes
are brown.
Chocolate
(left), or

Cream Puffs (right)
are Tempting Desserts

for an Oven Dinner

Parsnip Possibilities

By Christine Emery

Drop in spoonfuls on a hot, greased grid-
dle. Bake brown on both sides.

PARSNIP SMOTHER

Dice a thick slice of fat salt pork and .

fry until brown. Add to it equal quan-
tities of potatoes and parsnips, about a
pint of each, in a cooking-kettle. Season
with salt and pepper. Make a rich bis-
cuit dough and lay it over the vegetables,
making a hole in the center. Pour in one
pint of good soup stock. Cover closely
and cook about one-half hour.

PARSNIP STEW
Prepare pork, potatoes and parsnips
as for a smother. Add sufficient stock, or
water and milk to cover the vegetables.
Cook until tender, then add dumplings.

Cover closely and simmer until the dump-
lings are done. Serve the stew in the
center of a deep platter with a garnish
of parsley, minced chives and dumplings
for a border.

BUTTERED PARSNIPS

Slice and boil the parsnips in a little
salted water. When done, drain off any
remaining water, for the parsnips must
be perfectly dry. Into a stew-pan put
some cooking-oil or butter, chopped
parsley, salt and pepper. When it bubbles
add three tablespoonfuls of cream or rich
milk. Pour over the parsnips and serve.

PARSNIP PIE
Scrape and slice ten or twelve parsnips,
six potatoes and two onions. Chop fine

Photographs by Hal Ellsworth Coates

A Savory Side-dish of
French Baked Potatoes

BAKED OYSTERS

1 cupful crumbs

1 tablespoonful water
Salt and pepper

1 pint oysters

egg
4 tablespoonfuls melted
fat

Wash and dry the oysters. Season with
ralt and pepper. Slightly beat the egg. Add
the cold water. Dip the oysters in the
crumbs, then in the egg, drain and dip in
the crumbs again.

Dip very quickly in the melted fat, and
place on a baking-sheet or pan. Bake 15
minutes, or until brown. Serve on hot plat-
ter. Garnish with watercress or parsley.

GINGER PUDDING

1 cupful sugar I ece
cupful milk

2 cupfuls flour

y2 teaspoonful ~cinna-
mon powaer

Mix and sift the dry ingredients. Cream
the fat, then add the sugar and the beaten
egg. Add the dry ingredients alternately
with the milk. Bake in individual tins
about r2 hour.

Raisins or currants may be added if de-
sired

JELLY SAUCE

1 glass sour jelly (any 1 teaspoonful lemon
kind juice

White of one egg 2 teaspoonfuls shredded

coconut

Beat the egg until stiff, then beat in the
lemon juice. Beat the jelly with a fork
until thoroughly broken up. Beat the jelly
into the egg, pile in a glass serving-dish,
and sprinkle with the coconut. After the
pudding is served, the dish of sauce should
be passed.

BAKED CHOCOLATE PUDDING
3 tablespoonfuls melted 1 cupful sugar
fat 1e
1 cupful milk 2 teaspoonfuls baking-
owder

2 cupfuls flour pow
2 squares of melted chocolate

Stir fat and sugar to-
gether. Add the egg, beaten.
Sift the baking-powder with
the flour, and add to the first
mixture alternately with the
milk. Stir in last the choco-
late, which has been melted
over hot water. Bake in a
well-greased shallow pan
about half an hour. Serve
while hot.

This pudding makes an
e dessert if baked
dual molds.

one-half pound of fat, salt pork. Boil in
as little water as possible. When done, pour
into a pan lined with biscuit dough, cover
with a top crust. Bake in a slow oven for
half an hour.

PARSNIP BALLS
Boil parsnips until tender in salted water.
Mash and season with butter and pepper.
Add a dust of flour and two well-beaten
eggs. Shape into tiny balls and fry in hot
oil. These are delicious with roast meat.

PARSNIP PUDDING

Grate one medium-sized parsnip. Add
four well-beaten eggs, one cupful of cream
or top milk and a little butter. Add sugar
or syrup to taste. Bake like a custard.

PARSNIPS WITH CREAM

Slice the parsnips and cook in salted
water until tender, then pour in one cup-
ful of cream in which a little flour has been
stirred. Season with pepper and a little salt.
Allow it to reheat and serve. This makes a
very acceptable breakfast dish when served
with crisp toast.
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This NewRange
Is AWonder
For Cooking

Although it is less than four feet
long it can do every kind of cooking
for any ordinary family by gas in
warm weather, or by coal or wood
when the kitchen needs heating.

The Coal section and the Gas section
are just as separate as though you
had two ranges in your kitchen.

Gold Medal

Glenwood

Note the two gas ovens above—one
for baking, glass paneled and one
for broiling, with white enamel door.
The large oven below has the Indi-
cator and is heated by coal or wood.
See the cooking surface when you
want to rush things—five burners
for gas and four covers for coal.
When in a hurry both coal and gas
ovens can be operated at the same
time, using one for baking bread or
roasting meats and the other for
pastry baking—It

“Makes Cooking Easy”

Write for handsome free booklet 156
that tells all about it.

Weir Stove Co., Taunton, Mass

R oo Cal. Vieod

$0O GishPrizes

You May Easily Win
Costs Nothing to Try

What points of similarity can
you think of between this World
Champion Liquid Veneer Cow and

m

The old stand-by for cleaning, renewing
and brightening furniture and woodwork
simply by dusting with it.

1st prize, $500.00, 2nd prize, $300.00,
3rd prize, $100.00, 47 other prizes from
$50.00 down to $1.00.. A beautiful
colored art picture of Segis Fayne Johanna,
the $150,000 Liquid Veneer Cow, free to
every contestant.

Send coupon today for “ A Story cf Two
World Champions” and Rules, free.

BUFFALO SPECIALTY CO.
Buffalo - - N. Y.

Buffalo Specialty Co.
373 EUicott St., Buffalo, N. Y

Send me fret “A True Story of Two World
Champions” and Copy of Contest Rules.

FULL-MEAL

In Cans ASK YOUR GROCER
SERVE HOT - RECIPES OR LABEL

THE HASEROT CANNERIES CO.
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Enough Fats To Go Around

By Anna Barrows

Instructor in Foods and Cookery, Columbia University

ness. Was it not Benjamin Franklin

who told us that “a fat kitchen

makes a lean will” ? Thereisanurs-
ery jingle about a bag pudding the goodly
king did make, and “in it put great lumps
of fat, as big as my two thumbs.”

We have grown more fastidious and
we dislike to see the fat in our food, al-
though we still enjoy the shortness and
crispness it produces in pastries.

Not only because they must save fat
for the other half of the world, but for
their own interest, housewives should try
to use only the minimum of fat needed to
keep the human machines in their charge
in good running order.

I:AT has long been a symbol of rich-

How Much For Each Person?

The requisite amount varies with the
individual, his age and occupation, but it
need not exceed one ounce for each meal,
and in some cases a half ounce will serve.
That means from two to three ounces
daily. The Food Administration at the
beginning of its work, estimated that the
average daily intake of fat was not far
from four ounces per capita, and that half
of that would suffice.

Let us suppose that we are feeding a
family of five, during the winter months
when fat foods are most appetizing, and
that we are to allow from two to three
ounces a day per person. This amounts
to 10 or 15 ounces for the family each
day, or from a little over four to six and
a half pounds each week. This is the
total fat from all such sources as milk,
cream, butter, meats and nuts.

How many of us know what per cent
of fat is guaranteed in the cream we buy?
Have we instructed the marketman to
send home all trimmings, or does the sur-
plus fat we have paid for, go first into his
box underneath the block, and ultimately
to the soap-maker?

How much butter do we buy each
week, and can we afford it for anything
but table use? How much is “enough”
for each meal? What is the best way to
serve it? Shall we teach our family to eat
less or attempt to hoodwink them by any
of the devices for making a portion of
butter look larger?

The Best Way to Serve Butter

Probably we prefer to serve the uni-
form portion to each member of the
family on the bread-and-butter plate and
then do not respond to any hints for fur-
ther favors, following the same general
tactics as during the sugar shortage. One
ounce of butter a day is a reasonable sup-
ply for each person at the table. Do you
know how that looks? It is a round
tablespoonful or two level ones. If a
pound, square- or brick-shaped block of
butter is cut in quarters, and again in
quarters, each of these pieces will weigh
one ounce. This portion may then be di-
vided into three slices, once for each
meal. In some households, a more satis-
factory plan is to cut the allowance into
but two portions and serve no butter at
dinner, since that meal usually provides
abundant fat in either soup, meat, vege-
tables or salads. By purchasing each week
half a pound for each member of the
family, there should be enough for the oc-
casional guest. This means two and one-
half pounds for a family of five.

Where little meat is used, about the
same weight of other fat will be needed,
and this may be partly fat pork, bacon
or suet, and partly vegetable oils. This is
a small allowance for rich cakes or pastries,
nor will it permit much frying.

Less fat may be used in pastry. A pie
for five may be made from one cup of
flour and two ounces of fat. Instead of
frying croquettes or com mush, shape
them in flat portions, roll in crumbs, and
brush or spread lightly with melted fat,
and brown under the gas broiler.

There are many little ways in which
we waste fats. Where there are chickens
to be fed, scraps left on the plates may be
turned to good account; otherwise the
carver should ask the preference of those
served and leave surplus fat on the plat-

ter, if the meat has not been trimmed
before cooking.

A good hash may be made from meat
that is two-thirds fat, by using twice its
bulk of potato; no more fat will be needed
for heating it, but some water may be
required to keep it from being too dry.
Even the crisp scraps from which the fat
has been extracted may be used in this
way to give a meat flavor to vegetable
hashes.

Often a spoonful or more of oil and
vinegar is left in each individual salad
plate. Hence it is wiser to dress the salad
in a large dish, and then any surplus
dressing drains back where it may be
saved for another day. Gallons of French
dressing must have gone into the sink
drains in the past.

More Fat and Fewer Plumbers’ Bills

Use clean hot water to rinse dishes in
which meat has been cooked and then
turn it—not down the sink—but into the
soup kettle. By so doing, we shall be sav-
ing meat flavor as well, and leaving the
dish ready to be washed with less soap—
another fat saving.

But you say, “We do not want fat in
the soup.” After the broth is strained
and cooled, it is a simple matter to re-
move the layer of fat on top and reserve
it for gravies or for warming potatoes.
Doubtless much fat has been “saved” in
home-made soap the past year, which was
too good for that purpose. It should have
been eaten.

Sometimes it is all right to set away
the frying-pan in which ham or sausage
was cooked—without washing—and use at
the next meal to make a gravy or warm
over potatoes.

Any surplus fat from bacon should be
reserved to be used again when cooking
liver, instead of taking more bacon for
that purpose. Do not mix fat from dif-
ferent meats, as some are adapted to one
purpose, some to another. Fat from sau-
sage or soup stock is already savory with
herbs and spices, and if that is used, the
time required to prepare savory dripping
is saved. Where meat is served daily,
there is probably at least another ounce
of fat secured for each member of the
family.

If you have scales (as you should
have) keep the reckoning for a week and
see how much of this by-product fat you
secure. Perhaps it will be enough, so that
next week you need not buy any lard,
cotton seed products or other fats. For
example, | have just cut up a fowl in
which there was more than half a pound
of fat around the inner organs. Some-
times this may be cooked with the fowl,
but it is too much, for the gravy does
not harden when cold, and is not easily
skimmed.

“Trying Out”

The simplest way to “try out” any
such fat is first to soak it in cold salted
water for several hours, then drain (the
water may be added to the soup kettle if
the fat has not been kept too long) and
then heat the fat gently until the water
has evaporated and the scraps are crisp,
but not browned. Strain off the clear
fat into some old cup or bowl and keep it
in a cool place as you would lard. Per-
haps you have indulged in a choice steak,
and there was half a pound of nice white
suet against the tenderloin. This may be
cut up in small pieces and treated as
above. When it is convenient to com-
bine suet and chicken fat, the product is
softer than the one, and harder than the
other, about the color and consistency of
butter, and may be used in its place in
making cake or white sauce for fish, eggs
or vegetables. Or the raw suet may be
chopped fine and used for a meat pie or
aople-dumpling crust, or for a steamed
plum pudding.

Milk, cheese and nuts are important
sources of fat, and too many of our
recipes for their use demand more ad-
ditional fat than is really good for us.

Forethought will show in our grocery
bills, and our families will not suffer.
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Why You
Need Bran

Fine food clogs the system.
Bran flakes stir up action.

Bran is Nature's laxative, act-
ing in Nature's way. Drugs are
poor substitutes

The best way is to keep right,
and bran is the method Eat a
little every day.

The best form is Pettijohn’s,
where the bran is hidden in deli-
cious flakes of wheat.

Try it one week—a dish every
morning. Learn how folks enjoy
it, watch its effects. You'll never
omit it then.

flsttijohnj

Rolled Wheat—25% Bran

A breakfast dainty whose Savory Sakcs
hlde 25 per cent of bran.

Also Pettijohn’s Flour 75 per cent fine
Government  Standard flour, 25 per cent
bran. Use like Graham flour'in any reclpe
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Easy
Monthly Payments

17 Cents a Day Pays

For the mellow-toned S honic Piano. Several beautiful models
in genuine Mahogany, andWalnut.  Guaranteed /5 years.
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Keep Your
House Free from Rats

“ Rough On Rats” isso economical that itcosts
hutabout5ca year to keepahousefleefrom rats.
A sure killer. Tasteless, odorless; mix itwithfood
theywill eat. Oldestand Iameslsellmg extermin-
ator. Sendfor .
£.5. WELLS, Chermist. Jersey City, N.J.
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Before Fresh Fruits Come

By Margaret B. Foulks

your cellar
shelves, you
see in those
rows of jars
filled with big
plump peaches,
glasses of dark
red strawberry
preserves, rhu-
barb, and bot-
tied. grape
juice, a veritable treasure chest of ma-
terial for salads and desserts! Even
though the preserves are “home made,”
they will not tempt in a saucer as they
would dressed up in one of the following
ways.

COCONUT JELLIED PEACHES

Drain firm whole peaches and wipe
off with a cheese-cloth. Arrange on a
serving-dish, and pour slowly, over each
one* melted currant or plum jelly. As
the jelly hardens, cover thickly with
shredded coconut, and put a small spoon-
ful of whipped cream on top of each.
Set in a cold place until ready to serve.

BLUE PLUM PASTRIES

Make a pastry as for peach tarts. Roll
thin and cut into oblong shapes, prick
with fork, and bake in a quick oven.
When ready to serve, place a pastry on
each plate, cover thickly with fresh blue
plum preserves, cover with another pas-
try, then with preserves and garnish with
whipped cream.

PEARS, FLOWER FASHION
Select one large, firm pear or two
halves for each person to be served. Cut
into eights and arrange in flower fashion
on crisp cold let-
tuce. Cut long
narrow strips of
canned pimiento
and arrange be-
tween each sec-
tion of the fruit,
then place a ball
of cream cheese
in the center.
Serve very cold
with mayon-
naise or French

dressing.

Oblong layers of crisp pastry, sand-
wiched with blue plum preserves,
result in a good dessert

PEACH TARTS

One cupful of flour, four tablespoon-
fuls fat, a half teaspoonful salt, one-
fourth tcaspoonful baking-powder, and
ice water to form a soft dough. Sift the
flour, salt and baking-powder and cut
into it half the fat. Mix quickly with the
ice water into a soft dough. Toss on a
floured marble slab or board, and roll
lightly into an oblong shape. Put half
of the remaining fat, in small bits, over
the lower portion, fold the upper part
down over it. Turn half way around,
and roll as before. Repeat, using all of
the remaining fat; and after rolling quite
thin, roll up like a jelly roll, and set in
the ice-box several hours, or overnight.
When ready to use, stand the roll on end,
and roll to the desired thickness. Cover
the outside of muffin rings with the pas-
try, prick with a fork and bake in a
quick oven until crisp and brown. Re-
move from the tins while hot, and set
aside until ready to serve. Fill the bot-
tom with sliced canned peaches, stand
several slices around the side of pastry
and fill the center with whipped cream,
ice cream, or blanc mange.

A winning combination of peaches, jelly one
and coconut

Peach tarts, a dessert suggestion of
short pastry, sliced peaches and fluffed
cream

GRAPE JUICE
SHERBET
Two table-
spoonfuls gela-
tine, one cup-
ful cold water,
sugar to taste,
five table-
spoonfuls lem-
on juice, whites
of two eggs,
quart
home -made
grape juice.
Soften the
gelatine in cold water, then combine fruit
juices. Heat to the boiling point, and
pour over gelatine, stirring until dissolved.
Sweeten to taste. When cold, pour into a
freezer with dasher, and turn briskly until
the mixture thickens; beat the whites of
eggs very stiff, and combine with the
frozen mixture. Freeze until hard, then
remove the dasher, and pack an houf, or
longer, before serving. Leave in packing.

GRAPE JELLY MOUSSE

One-half pint cream, two whites of
eggs, one small glass grape jelly, two
tablespoonfuls lemon juice, one table-
spoonful granulated gelatine softened in a
half glass of sweet milk. Whip the
cream quite stiff and beat half of the
jelly into it, gradually. Melt the soft-
ened gelatine over hot water. Cool a
few minutes, and beat slowly into the
cream xture. Beat eggs very dry, and
beat into them the other half of the
jelly. Fold into the cream mixture, and
when well blended, add the lemon juice,
and turn into a cold wet mold. Place
on ice until ready to serve. Garnish
with a little whipped cream, or grape
jelly. This light, cool mold makes an at-
tractive party dainty, or a dinner dessert
served in thin sherbet glasses.

PEACH CUSTARD

Cover an in-
verted pie- tin
with flaky pas-
try, and bake
until crisp. Re-
move from the
tin, and cool.
Drain canned
peaches, and
press enough
through a col-
ander to make

In this pretty flower salad, a ball of

cream cheese is the center; the

petals are strips of pimiento and
pears

one cupful of pulp. Beat the yolks of
two eggs until light, combine with one
cupful rich milk, and beat into the peach
pulp. Sweeten to taste with powdered
sugar. Beat the whites of the eggs un-
til dry and stiff, slowly adding four
tablespoonfuls of confectioners’ sugar.
Fold this into the peach mixture, and
pour into the pastry. Bake in a mod-
erate oven until the custard is sat, and
brown on top. Cool and serve plain, or
with whipped cream and coconut.

PEACH SHORT CAKE
Two eggs, one cupful sugar, one-half
cupful flour, one-half cupful corn-starch,
one teaspoonful baking-powder, one-
third cupful and one tablespoonful of
boiling water, three Jrops each of vanilla
and orange flavoring. Beat the egg
yolks until lemon-colored, add the sugar
a little at a time, then the boiling water,
and continue beating until the sugar is
completely dissolved. Sift the baking-
powder and flour five times, then stir in-
to the first mixture. Add the flavoring
and fold in the stiffly beaten whites of

tContinued on page j<5]
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Chocolate
Pudding
Supreme!

T HIS is Special Chocolate Pudding— a chocolate pudding supreme.
You make it with Douglas Com Starch, by the recipe given on this
page. You serve it with pride, it is eaten with joy— the favorite
dessert of man, woman and child.

The secret is the extra quality of Douglas Corn Starch which gives a new
perfection to this ever popular sweet, not only delicious, but highly nutritious.

Order Douglas Corn Starch today from your dealer and serve Douglas
Chocolate Pudding tonight.

Perfected by Experts

Douglas Corn Starch has been perfected by experts in the making of foods
from corn. The Douglas Process is exclusive.

The name Douglas on any product is the user's absolute guarantee of the
quality demanded by modern progress.

Practical Uses of Douglas Corn Starch
All Housewives Should Know

You should first learn the endless variety of delicious desserts to be made
with Douglas Corn Starch. It makes a wonderful Lemon Cream Pie.

You use it to give body to the filling of Fruit Pies and Tarts.

Mix Douglas Corn Starch with the flour you use in making cake and
pastry— it will make them extra fine and light. It improves the flavor and
consistency of Chocolate Sauce and makes the Chocolate go farther.

Use it to thicken gravies and to make drawn butter sauce— use it to
thicken soups. These gravies, sauces, and soups are far richer and smoother
than the same dishes made with flour.

Order Douglas Corn Starch from Your Dealer

Your dealer should have it in stock; if not, he can get it for you. You
will find a number of tried and tested recipes on the package. These cover
the most general uses of Douglas Corn Starch.

But to learn the innumerable uses it has in every form of cooking, as well
as to make the acquaintance of original and invaluable recipes,

Send for the Free Douglas
Book of Recipes

This is a de luxe little cook book, containingover a
hundred recipes, handsomely illustrated in four colors.
Published to sell for 50 cents, it is offered free for a
limited time to users of Douglas products.

This book will also give you recipes and explain the
value of Douglas Qil, for salads, shortening, and frying.

Douglas Chocolate Pudding
1square chocolate 3 cups milk. 13 cup Douglas
1 teaspoon vanilla. 1-4cup sugar. Com' Starch.
1-3 cup cold milk. Few grains salt.

Melt chocolate, add scalded milk. Mix corn starch, sugar
and salt, dilute with cold milk and add to the scalded,milk,
stirring constantly. Cook fifteen minutes. Add flavoring.
Mold. Chill and serve with whipped cream.

DOUGLAS COMPANY
Manufacturers of Corn Products

General Offices; Cedar Rapids, lowa

New York, IS Park Row Chicago, 363 W . Ontario Street
Boston, 50 Congress Street

D ouglas Corn Starch.

Use Douglas Oil for Salads, Shortening and Frying
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How Scientists

Bake

Doctors Said the Dish
Was Unfit

Doctors said that old-style baking
left Pork and Beans unfit. They were
underbaked— very hard to digest. And
everybody knew that.

Also, the dish was not dainty. Some
beans were crisped, some mushy. The
skins were tough. The sauce was
seldom zestful.

Then Science Took It Up

Then scientists in the Van Camp
kitchens took up the study of this dish.
They are culinary experts, college trained
in scientific cookery.

They set out to create for us a perfect
Pork and Bean dish.

Worked Four Years

They worked four years on thissingle
dish, and spent at least $100,000. The
result is Van Camp’s Pork and Beans
as millions now enjoy them. The beans
are selected by analysis. They are boiled

Beans

in water freed from minerals, because
hard water makes skins tough.

They are baked by live steam under
pressure— baked for hours at 245 de-

grees. They are thus made easy to
digest. Yet the beans are not crisped,
not broken. They come out whole
and mealy.

Tested S56 Sauces

In perfecting the sauce these experts
tested 856 recipes, until they attained
the utmost in tang and zest and flavor.
And they bake that sauce with the pork
and beans, so that every atom shares it.

Now At Your Call

As a result, you now have at your
call an ideal Pork and Bean dish. It will
give this food a new place in your diet.

Ask your grocer for it. Compare it
with the beans you know. If you find
it better—and better for you—keep a
supply on hand.

Pork and Beans

Baked With the Van Camp Sauce—Also Baked Without the Sauce

Other Van Camp Products

Soups Evaporated Milk
ar

Chili Con C

Spaghem Peanut Butter
Chili Sauce, etc

Prepared in the van Camp Kllchens at mduanapnlus

Van Camp’s Soups

Van Camp's

Van Camp’s

18 Kinds Spaghetti Peanut Butter

on famous Parisian A famous Italian rec- Made from blended pea-
recipes, but perfected here ipe, perfected in the nuts, with every skin ‘and
through countless tests by same way by these cul- every germ removed. A

scientific cooks.

inary experts.

new’grade peanut bultm
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A Demonstration
Luncheon

Food Plus Arithmetic Equals
Much Fun

By Mrs. H. T. Dobbins

HOSE who are interested in serving
T appetizing luncheons at a low cost

will be glad to know of a recent dem-

onstration by some Western women.
A luncheon was given to twelve members
of a club at a total cost of four dollars and
twenty cents, or thirty-five cents each. It
was the first anniversary of the organization
of the club, and even a few little frills were
possible at this small expense. Here is the
menu:

Cream of Corn Soup Toasted Bread Sticks
Creamed Chicken in Patties
Browned Parsnips
Cornmeal Mufflns range Marmalade
ple and Grapefruit Salad
Hoover Pldding {with whipped cream)
Coffee

Yellow spring blossoms formed a center-
piece decoration. There were yellow can-
dles and yellow corn bonbons familiar to
children patrons of the small shops. At
each place cards on which sprightly green
jonquils with fresh green leaves were
painted by hand, marked where each guest
was to sit. In keeping with the spirit of
the occasion, the backs of regulation visit-
ing cards were used to good effect.

It is the rule of the club that every
member shall pay her share of the cost of
an entertainment. The luncheon was served
by three members to the remaining nine,
only the three being in the secret of the ex-
periment in economy.

Immediately after the soup course had
been served, each guest was handed a slip
of yellow cardboard, upon which appeared
these talismanic figures:

72+4

12
Each was told to cudgel her memory for
the old rules of addition and division, and
that by solving this simple problem she
would know the amount of her portion of
the cost of the first course.

With the second course of four articles
of food came another piece of cardboard
upon which were these figures:

125+12+18+15

12
the one hundred and twenty-five cents being
for the cost of the chicken and patties, and
the other three representing the cost of each
of the remaining ingredients in that course.
With the salad course came another yellow
ticket, this time bearing these figures to
represent a similar order of costs:
35+10

12

The dessert course brought this message on
a yellow ticket:
54+20+7

12

The next slip which appeared represented,
in the order given, the flowers, candles,
cardboard and candies.

25+10+5 +10

12

The comparatively small expenditure of
four dollars and twenty or thirty cents for
service for twelve people seems unpropor-
tionate to the high prices of the times. The
chance that the cost of the luncheon may
vary, -depends greatly upon milk. If it has
soared in your town, as it has in most of
the larger cities, there is the possibility that
your luncheon will cost a trifle more than
the “demonstrated” one. More hopeful yet,
if your own cow is the source of your milk
supply, you'll be able to lessen the cost.
The four cents designated to pay for the
bread sticks may seem incredibly inade-
quate, yet the actual tryout will convince
you. Enough toasted sticks for twelve peo-
ple can be made from a quarter of a loaf.

The novelty of the service, and the de-
mand made upon the guests to figure their
way through to a final realization of what
the total cost to each would be, provided
much merriment at the demonstrated
luncheon. One of the club members said
she was going to surprise her family with
similar “guess slips” at their next Sunday
dinner.
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Ksepthe completeoutfic
and uSeit for 20
upandsleep it |n it. Trealll]usl
the same
After a month, if you wish to
return n no explanaucns or
ARologles ‘arg necessary: Thats
with everythiti here
3 thid is only ond olit of G0
bargains from our new free book.

Let Us Loan You
This Bed-Spring-Mattress

decide_that the outfit is not wanted, this_triflin
deposit will be returned to you immediately; also af
'relghl charges and hauling expense.

Sturdy Steel Bed—New Colonial design in popular
optintous post style, Standard full size, meesurin
4ft. Bin The postsarel X in. thick. Five X i
Al Foie St b rho the topand lower rails with
strong steel husks. Stands 53Hin. at bead end and
37%in. at foot.

Colors —Pure white or popular all gold Venus
Martin finish.

Guaranteed Spring-—Splendidly. made, unusually
strong and will not sag.  Angle link fabiric secured
0 corners with steel bands. Fastened to angle steel
frame with 27 coil springs. Fits bed.

Restwell Mattress—Filled with best combed excel-
sior, overlaid with clean, fine cotton on top and sides,
closely(ufted and firmly'stitched. Bestgrade ticking.

Wo RB(5179 JSS.5'fag; $19.95

Free Dollar Book

of 8000 Furniture Bargains
—Year to Pay—

Send for our newest and blg est book, and

e its_displa value, quality ‘and
B2, SritsR sty e parlon as%n ex

tra advantage. About o articles are cluved and
described. Everything is shown things
e et Et T dhenm 012 ar intpd
their real colors.

Nothing for the home is left out or forgotten.
You canget a wnngeror stew pan just the same as
a beautiful davenport—or handsomesilverware. It is
twice the Usual size, covering 11x16 inches. It costs
s with the mailing, about $100a copy. To you it is
free. Allyou have todo is ask for

Pay Little By Little as You
Get Your Money

A credit certificatewill come with our Bargain
Book, opening yolir account. ou won'tever need to
ask for credit. We have arranged all that in advance.

red tape here.
ployers or  neighbors. We haver't any collectors.

5Pie2Sl.Mau.5tern<8

1199 West 35th St., Chicago

10 Cents a Day Pays

for This Symphonola
Playsall records, Victor, Columbia, Edison. Pathe thlleWunder
Emerson. Take ayear to pay, alter 30 days' trial. Compare Its
lone fovcleamessvulume with more costly mrmems 'Return

xpense if it fails to make good.  Ask today for the
Beautlfully Illustrated S rn honola Book FREE
Showshande/rmh les, sold on easy

Reoords a.r. |S&'feBS SS

fulf toned disc reouvds Playable on any Phonograph.

Latitfa Ca. Desk SMC319 Buffalo N.Y.

Why Hateto Wash Dishes?
LITTLE GEM Sm

ayarimil
DISH WASHER T//ITPdtidfyOOf

Washes, Rinses, Sterilizes
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Our Housekeeping Exchange

Conducted by Helen Hopkins

Dampness in Closets,
pantries and cupboards can
be remedied by placing in
them a bowl of quicklime.
This not only removes
dampness, but kills all
odors.— Mrs. B. K., New-
mans Grove, Nebraska.

When Slicing Corn-
Meal Mush to fry, use a
piece of cord,instead of a
knife—Mrs. B. C. W,
Clifton, Illinois.

To Take Away the Odor of Gaso-
tine from the hands after washing rib-
bons, collars or gloves, rub a handful of
table salt on them.—C. M., Battle Creek,
Michigan.

Butter Is Kept Sweet by dressing it
thoroughly, packing into meat glasses, with
a sprinkling of either salt or sugar, and
sealing the top closely with a coating of
paraffin—Mrs. S. T. |I., Spruce Creek,
Pennsylvania.

A Simple Index for talking-machine
records is made by writing the name of the
record on the corner of each paper cover,
and keeping the records stacked so that the
names are one above the other—E. M. H.,
Vernon, New York

A Table of Weights and Measures
held in place under a glass by a strip of
adhesive plaster, and hung above the kitchen
table, is a great time saver—H. R. S,
Evart, Michigan.

When Making a Silkaline Comfort-
able,buy an extrayard of material. Hem raw
edged, and use to cover quilt when folded
and placed at the foot of the bed, day-
times.—F. C. B., Newburgh, New York.

When the Brim of a Straw Hat be-
comes flimsy, apply a solution of cold starch
to the straw, and run a hot iron over it
Keep a piece of blotting paper between the
iron and the straw.—D. B., Fayetteville,
Arkansas.

A Small Coin is successfully sent in a
letter, if it is first stitched by machine be-
tween two pieces of stiff paper.—Mrs. T.
G. M., Abilene,

Texas.

To Keep House
Plants Healthy,
soak twice a week,
for an hour, in
water that com -
pletely covers the
pots. If this is
done regularly, no
other watering is
necessary.— A. S.
W., Denver, Colo-

gestions for

Oatmeal
Cookies are made
more tempting
when the oatmeal
is put into the
oven until it is
crisped  through,
then crumbled between the hands before
adding to the other ingredients. This gives
the cookies a rich “nutty” flavor.—Mrs. S.
W., Browns Flat, New Brunswick.

New York.

Letters from “Over There” were often
written in pencil. You can preserve them
in their original state by this simple treat-
ment. Boil a kettleful of water until the
steam is pouring from the spout. Hold a
sheet at a time, in the cloud of steam, turn-
ing it all ways, so that every part of the
writing is well steamed. When the page
feels quite limp, pin it up for a few min-
utes. Then mix milk and water in an egg
cup, using half of each. Spread the letter
on a flat surface, and, with a small brush,
wash the milk solution over each sheet.
Hang the paper up until it is almost dry.
Finally press flat between blotting paper
on which books or weights are arranged.—
S. L. B., Bournemouth, England.

We want your best sug-
saving time,
money and strength in house-
work of all kinds. We will so | save much
pay one dollar for each avail-
able contribution. Ideas not
original with the sender can-
not be accepted.
manuscripts will be returned
if an addressed, stamped en-
rado. velope is enclosed.

Address Housekeeping Ex-
change, McCall's Magazine,
236-250 West

Old-Fashioned Syrup
is delicious made from
sugar beets. Grind the
beets after washing and
peeling them, and boil the
pulp about four hours over
a lively fire. Strain the
pulp through a cloth, and
boil the juice until it is
about the same color and
consistency as molasses.
Four large beets make one
pint of syrup.—Mrs. R. C.
B., Fayette, Utah.

Scrubbing Brushes can be used twice
as long, if, after the bristles on the front
end have worn short, the screw that holds
the handle in place is removed and the
brush reversed. Vegetable brushes can be
renewed successfully in' the same way.—
Mrs. D. C. C., Westfield, New York.

The Colors of Faded Carpets can be
restored by first going over the carpet with
a cloth dipped in a weak solution of sul-
phuric acid, and then drying it by rubbing
briskly with an old rough towel. Caution
should be taken in using the acid. Buy the
solution already made up at the drug store,
as the acid is exceedingly dangerous to use
in a raw state—S. L. B., Bournemouth,
England.

When Covering Large Button Molds,
insert a shoe button with the top toward
the mold, and draw the covering about it
by passing the thread through the eye sev-
eral times. The button can then be easily
sewed to the garment, and affords much
ease in buttoning and unbuttoning.—L. B.
H., Muskegon, Michigan.

The Suede Tops of Boots frequently
become so soiled that the shoes seem no
longer presentable. To renew their fresh-
ness, go over the tops with a piece of num-
ber one sandpaper, rubbing the soiled parts
quite hard. “Polish” a second time, with a
scrap of number one-half sandpaper. You
will obtain pleasing results—A. D., East
Newport, Maine.

W hen Baking Beans, | cook more than
we need for one meal. The surplus | put
in pint jars, which 1 sterilize for about
two hours while I am getting dinner the
next day. When
the summer
months come, |
have a supply of
canned beans, for
salads or for
warming over, and

time and fuel—
H. E. H., Mont-
pelier, Vermont.
Unaccepted
Before Clean-
ing Clothes in
Gasoline, mark
each spot with a
bit of light thread.
37th Street, Many of the
smaller spots will
vanish after the
garment has been
soaked in the
gasoline, and the
light thread will save time and labor in lo-
cating the spots that may need extra hard
rubbing.—Mrs. A. J. H. Pittsburgh,
Pennsylvania.

Velvet or Velveteen Dresses can be
thoroughly and easily steamed by this sim-
ple home device. Hang the garment on a
coat hanger or dress form. Fit a piece of
rubber tubing to the spout of a large kettle,
and train the steam on the material. With
a light brushing, many spots will be re-
moved, and the freshness of the dress re-
newed.—A. S., Toronto, Canada.

Your Chickens will help in cleaning
off dead wire-grass before seed sowing time,
this spring, if you scatter enough grain for
their breakfast on the lawn. They will
scratch up the coarse grass. This will give
vou a good supply for making nests—L. B.
T., Fine Creek Mills, Virginia.

W hat 5¢c Buys

For Breakfast

Ten dishes of Quaker Oats cost five cents—
about one-half cent per dish.

Ten dishes— a liberal serving for ten people,
of the greatest food that grows.

A Bit of Steak Costs 5¢c

Half a Chop Costs 5c

2 Slices Bacon Costs 5¢

A Dish of Prunes Costs 5c

Below we picture what five
cents buys in other breakfast
dishes. Just a tiny serving
for one person nowadays.

Compare in another way.

Food is largely measured
by its energy value— by
calories. Here is what five
cents buys in energy at this
writing.

What 5c¢ Buys

In Calories
In Quaker Oats - 1000 Cal.

In Round Steak - 125 “
In Veal Cutlets - 90 “
In Fresh Halibut- 95 “
In Hens’ Eggs 70
In Salt Codfish - 65 “
In Canned Peas - 95 “

This means that some
foods cost you ten times
Quaker Oats.

It means that breakfast
cost can be vastly lessened
by serving Quaker Oats.

And breakfast can be bet-
tered. The oat is almost a
complete food. It comes
close to the ideal food.

It is the vim-food, the food
for growth. Food which
costs ten times as much
cannot compare with oats.

And Nature has made few
foods so inviting.

The Exquisite Vim-Food

Quaker Oats attained its fame
It is flaked from
gqueen grains only— just the

through flavor

rich, plump oats.

Two Sizes:

We get but ten pounds from a
bushel. 1t means the cream of
oats without extra price. You
should insist on this grade.

12c to 13c—30c to 32c

Except in the Far West and South

Packed in Sealed Round Packages with Removable Cover
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Seeds
row

Sweet Peas

SIX STANDARD
SPENCERS

Constance Hinton, white
Elfrida Pearaon, pink
George Herbert, carmine
Iriah Belle.lilac
King Manoel,
apricot
Mrs. Routzahn,
maroon
togetherwiththe
Burpee leaflet:
“How to grow
Sweet Pea*.”
Mailed to your
door for 26¢.

If purchased
separately, the
above collection
would cost 60c.

Burpee's Annual
The leading American
Seed Catalog will be
mailed free to those
who write for it. Write
for your copy today.
W.ATLEE BURPEECO.
Grower*  Philadelphia

blue”
f Make better gardens
Allare tested for purity |
| and vitality. Have been K
j giving satisfaction for t
" over50years. Besure JA
and try our
j 5 FINE VEGETABLES, 10c 1
One largepacket each of Bean, 1
Beet, L Radiish and Tomato *
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es™helpful culturaldirectiona ~

seeds ait fajr_prices. .
< 00r your free aopy to-day. 1
LIVINGSTON
Box213 Collmbis, oo

1 n

JAMES VICK'S SONS
3 Stone Street

Rochester, N.Y.
The Flower City
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The Day the Clock Was
Set Ahead

[Continued Jrom page 7]

“You catch the steers and yoke 'em up,”
called out Cyrus.

Through the window Susan watched
them drive away slowly. Cyrus had
taken the whip and walked beside the
steers. Baxter, riding on the end of the
hay-rick, was swinging his feet as the cart
bounced and jolted along.

Susan Truefoot sighed a little, watching
the tall determined figure and the slow-
moving team. She wished Cyrus would get
i extra pair of horses or a tractor-ma-
chine. No one else in Camden County
used oxen now.

The little line between her eyes deepened
as she brought out the molding-board.

Cyrus was a kind man if you did
what he wanted. Only it was hard some-
times to make the children understand that
Cyrus was always right.

She lifted the towel from the pan of

bread by the stove and touched it lightly
with her finger. It gave back a resilient
lightness, and she lifted the pan and turned
the puffy, yeasty mass onto the molding-
board that she had dusted with its light
drift of flour. The spreading dough ran
quickly to the edge of the flour and she
caught it up and kneaded it in with a
quick turn of her wrist. Her thoughtful
eye followed the yeasty mass, and one hand
drifted flour on the board while the other
whirled and turned the dough and worked
the resisting bubbles to the surface. One
large one spread and swelled in a filmy blob.
Her fingers pressed it gently. It gave with
a little pop and was gone. Susan's fingers
molded the place to smoothness.
The children were a little like that, she
thought—full of chaos and yeasty bubbling
—and Cyrus was hard! She broke the
mass apart, pulling it into four shapeless
lumps—one a little smaller than the rest, to
make into dumplings for the pot-pie. Ellen
was fond of her dumplings. And shewould
be herein time for dinner. There
had been no fuss when Ellen rebelled— the
day she was twenty-one. She had only
packed her bag and walked quietly down
the path to the gate. . She had
told Susan that morning whlls they washed
the dishes—

“l am going to be a nurse, Mother.
While the war lasts | must be in it. | can
not stay here washing dishes—as if men
were not dying over there!” . . Yes, Su-
san understood. Her heart had leaped as it
followed the girl down the path to the gate.
And it beat painfully in little thuds while
she watched Cyrus read the note Ellen had
left on his desk. For a few minutes he
had sat silent, drumming his fingers on the
desk and looking out of the window. Then
he got up brusquely.

“Dinner ready?” he asked.

That was all the reference Cyrus ever
made to his daughter’s assertion of her will.
And when she came home at Christmas he
sent the sleigh to meet her. But Susan knew
he had never forgiven Ellen.  And she could
easily surmise that when his will came to
be read there would be no portion in it for
Ellen.

She molded the last loaf and placed it
in its tin and looked down at the three
loaves, each molded to elastic firmness and
half-filling the pan. In an hour they would
be over the top!

The boy and girl drove slowly behind
the colts along the pine-strewn road. She
had taken off her hat, and the shadows
touched her face lightly. The face was
quiet. But the eyes laughed a little, and
the mouth and the chin beneath it had a
firmly-rounded line. It was Susan's face,
but younger and facing toward life—in-
stead of toward Cyrus.

The boy flung his arm affectionately
across the back of the seat. “My 1 Butit's
good to get you home!” he said.

“What is the matter?” She faced him.

“Oh, nothing.” His foot kicked a little
at the whip-socket. “Only | wanted to
fly.” She stared.

“Fly— 2"

“Airplane!” He lifted a sweeping hand.

Her puzzled look broke. Then she
laughed. The little tears gathered in her
eyes and gleamed at him in a shining smile.

“Poor Dad!” she said. He nodded
glumly.

“He wants me to raise oats. But I'm

going to fly some day, you know.”

All about them the pine-trees gave out
the fresh, pungent smell of warmth. And
somewhere in the green tops a bird sang a
little, as if its morning song haunted it.
The girl lifted her face to it.

“Oh, it is so good to be here!” she said
softly, “away from the bandages and the
ether-cones!”

“But you're going back!” said the boy
half-enviously.

“Of course! 1 couldn't keep away—
even if 1 wanted to!”

They faced each other. And their faces
in the pine-shadows had the same look—of
waiting intentness. . . . So a strung
bow seems to quiver in the archer’s hand.

The boy put out a hand, half-groping.
It clenched itself.

“1'll have to wait, | suppose.
day after I'm twenty-one!”

“Of course not!”  They understood each
other. Neither of them could yield to Cyrus
driving his steers toward the oat-field.

The boy’s grip on the reins tightened.
The colts broke into a trot and the figure
of a young man, walking with long, free
stride, came in sight. A shadow crossed the
boy’'s face.

“Danforth!” he exclaimed softly.

“Who is Danforth?” she asked curi-
ously, watching the man approach.

“Aviator at camp. The flying-field is
justover there.” He pointed with his whip.

The colts slackened their pace and the
man stopped as they came near him. Asa
drew rein and bent forward.

“1 can't come over this morning! Oh—
my sister, Mr. Danforth!” The man lifted
his hat with a quiet glance at the girl. He
laid a hand on the wheel.

“What's up?” he asked.

“l've got to give up flying!” returned
the boy.

“For a year or two,” put in the sister
quickly. The man’s eyes turned to her.

“Flying is not a thing to put off too
long!” he said with a grave half-smile.

“His father doesn't want him to fly. He
wants him to raise oats,” said the girl,
meeting his gaze.

“Ah!” His eyes seemed to hold hers.
The three faces regarded each other, and in
each was a, vision of Cyrus Truefoot and
his oat-field.

The man shrugged his shoulders. “I'm
sorry!” he said. “You are a born airman.”
He took his hand from the wheel. The
girl's eyes regarded him a moment gravely.
She turned to the boy with a gesture and
reached for the reins.

“Never mind Father this time,” she
said peremptorily. “Go!” Something of
her father trembled in her voice and ges-
ture. “If you have a chance to learn to
fly, take it. You never know when you
may need to use it!”

“All rightl” He jumped to the ground.
“I'll do as much for you some day, Sister!”

“You'll do it for all of us!” She had a
quick smile. “An airman doesn't just be-
long to himself—or his family, does he?”

The man by the wheel regarded her in-
tently.

“l wonder how many women know
that!” Her face flushed.

“Everybody does,” she said quietly.
“Only we don't like to let you fly too far!”
Her eyes seemed to see the vision of the
flying squadrons.

She nodded to them half-shyly and
gathered the reins again.

“Go and fly!” die said with a quiet
laugh. “I'll do my best with Father.”

The boy was looking at the sky. He
scanned the billowing clouds to the south.
“Thunder-heads!” He looked doubtfully
at the colts. The air was full of a kind of
tingling force and there was something
ominous in the high-marching clouds. He
looked again at the colts. The girl shook
the reins on their backs with a touch of
pride.

“1 can manage them,”
seem like old times!”

But not a

she said. “It will

In the oat-field Cyrus Truefoot guided the
steers in and out among the stacked bundles
of oats. Now and then he swung his long
whip over the thin flanks with a leisurely,
authoritative “Haw!” and “Gee!”

Cyrus enjoyed saying gee and haw.
Something in his blood responded to the
easy gait of the slow-moving beasts.

He would have liked Asa’s help this
morning with the oats, but Ellen must be
met. No matter how she had behaved he
must not fail in his duty as a father.
.. A woman can not go far without
money. And Cyrus had seen to it that
Ellen would not have too much money for
her own good if he were to die.

Cyrus had no intention of dying. He
was only conscious of a certain grim pleas-
ure in the fact that because of Ellen's
spiritual good the Truefoot acres would
remain intact when he came to die. But
dying was a long way off. He was a strong
man still—in the prime of life.

He looked up at the June sky with the
great billows of white, and a cloud
shadowed his face. There was a strange
shape flying between him and the sun. He
gazed with hostile look at the thing in the
sky. His whip half uplifted itself.

If he had not put his foot down, that
strange thing up there might be Asa— flying
against the clouds.

tContinued on pagej j ]
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LEARN MORE ABOUT SEEDS,
CROPS,AND GARDENS
Have bumper crops and beautiful flower
gardens all season. Make your garden
count strongly in cutting down ex-
penses.  Our 1919 seed book tells what,
when, bow to plantand cultivate to get

the best results.

MAULE'S SEED BOOK

have contributed —

our Seed Book. Full of helpful hints.

Owing to paper scarcity, the edition is

limited. Write today for your copy.
WM. HENRY MAULE, IN

2118 Arch Street Philadelphia

tEBES 27aZ/<&-
MarketBasket
Vegetable Seed Collection

A Garden Full of Vegetables for $1

Produces vegetables all summer and
some for winter use. Do your marketing
inyourown garden. Don'twait. 18full-
sized packets—3varietiesofBeans; 2each
of Beets, Lettuce, Onions and Radishes;
1 each of Carrots, Cucumber, Parsley,
Spinach,SwissChard.Tomatoand Turnip

Sent Postpaid for $1

Forbes' 1919 Catalogue isfull of
garden helps, seeds, tools, insecticides
W rite for your free copy today

ALEXANDER FORBES &C0..M «.

117 Mulberry Street, Newark, New Jersey

Wing’'s Dahlias

.y refreshing
and satisfactory. " Our collec:
tion of over 200 Varieties,
fully selected from  the

a great vanely of exquisite
forms. T ofullyappreciateDahl-
you d Annellie
Bt ufour, Etoile deFrance, Cargo,
Brltannla Calife, Mile, Jearine
Chantre and Jeanne Charmet.
Wiritefor free catalon:

The Wing Seed Co., Box1313, Mechat
(The House of Qualityand A ™1~

sburg, 0

Would an extra $5.00 or
$10.00 be welcome just
now? Surely it would,
and you can have it easily.
A little spare time to look
after McCall's subscrip-
tions in your neighbor-
hood is all that is needed.
Write for details.

McCall’'s Magazine

250 West 37th Street NEW YORK, N. Y.

BE A DETECTIVE £ T *&

time. Travel, Secret Investigations, Excellent Pay.

Write C. T. Ludwig, 522 Westover Bldg., Kansas City, Mo.
BE A DRESS DESIGNER

Leam Designing and Making, easily by mail, at your horre.

Designers eam $35.00 week Up._Sample lesiors free. Write

immeciately. Frariin Insotute, Dep't BO6L, Fochester, N. Y-

* DELMAR CO., 1480 Williamsbridge Road, New York
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Diggings

By May Belle Brooks

HEN we first moved to the sub-
W urbs and found ourselves possessed

of a garden spot, our enthusiasm

for “back to the land” philosophy
was as great as was our ignorance of just
how to manage that land after we had
“gone back.” With us city folks,_garden-
ing was more a pleasure of the imagina-
tion than a sturdy occupation of the hands,
but we were humble enough to sit at the
feet of our neighbors and imbibe wisdom
born of experience. Consequently, we have
now arrived at that egotistical stage where
we, ourselves, may give advice.

First of importance to the suburban
dweller is the matter of disposing of the
waste products of his establishment: tin
cans, broken crockery, furnace ashes, and
the like. We used to see a little heap of
such rubbish disfiguring the rear of our
lots, but now, all is as spotless as a front
lawn. There iseven no garbage can, for what
refuse the Plymouth Rocks do not con-
sume, is buried in scattered holes through-
out the garden, there to rot and enrich the
ground. Old tin cans are also buried, for they
rust and contribute their quota of soil food.

Some of the cans are saved to set in the
ground close to each hill of cucumbers,
melons or squashes. Several small holes are
bored in the bottom and the can kept filled
with water. In this way, the plants are
watered more scientifically than by the
usual method. For the restof our garden and
for the flower beds, we dig little trenches
and let the hose play into these. This home-
made irrigation device is an improvement
on the sprinkling method.

We re-break all our broken crockery
into uniform pieces and deposit it in the
bottom of flower beds, or in holes to insure
perfect drainage for the young fruit trees or
shrubbery. Coarse oyster shells, such aswe
buy for the hens, are also useful in this con-
nection, and we find it a good practice to
mix some of the finer grade with the soil in
which we pot our geraniums and things for
the winter. It furnishes phosphorous in a
cheap form, besides making the soil more
porous.

Much of the soil in
our neighborhood is of
stiff clay composition,
but by mixing it with
the sifted coal ashes, we
raise just as fine vegeta-
blesas anyone. The ashes
tend to break up the clay
and render it porous
enough to work easily.

We dump on a little road
dust whenever we can,
and save all the straw
and sweepings from the
chicken house because of
their value as fertilizers.
One thing that we learned
about the use of the latter
was forced upon us after
several disastrous experi-

ments, in which whole
beds of plants were
burned beyond relief.

The hen-house sweepings
are too strong for inju-
dicious use. The correct
proportions are about
one-tenth as much as
barnyard manure. Per-
haps the most convenient
way of handling this
fertilizer is to put it in a
tight barrel with a spigot
at the bottom. Cover the
contents with water and
drain off as re-
quired. A fine
screen over the
top will ward off
flies.

Nota particle
of wood ashes
from the fire-
place is ever
thrown to the
winds. We har-
bor it carefully
in a box, for it
is not only one

O UR handy booklet,

“ Practical Gardening,”

of the best of fertilizers, but it also serves to
discourage insects. For instance, when we
sow our radishes, we always sprinkle a thin
coating over the top of the bed, and are re-
warded by sweet, firm radishes. They are
never perforated with worm borings. Sweet
peas we plant in the fall, and to keep the
mice from destroying them, we mix wood
ashes in the trenches.

A good way to keep moles and mice
away is to soak corn-cobs in turpentine,
and to bury them near the roots of the
growing things. We tried this on a cherry
sapling that had been attacked, and had no
further trouble. A rather novel idea for
forestalling moles was discovered by one of
our women gardeners. She simply stuffs
paper at intervals in their runways, and re-
lies upon the rattling noise to frighten the
moles back.

UTWORMS on tomatoes are our
worst trouble. We have found that
by wrapping a small piece of paper
around the stems, when setting out the
plants, these pests are kept in abeyance.
For cabbage worms, slug shot is to be pre-
ferred to the poisonous Paris green. To
scatter it, and other insecticides evenly,
without waste, we use a discarded scouring-
powder can with several holes in the top.
Amateurs are always eager to be the
first to exhibit a ripe tomato or cucumber.
Anything which is guaranteed to hasten
germination or fruition is always eagerly
swallowed by our ambitious brotherhood.
The use of nitrate of soda to force to-
matoes, cucumbers and melons is one
thing on which we, as well as professional
gardeners, may speak about with some
authority. This alkali does not cause them
to bear so much earlier, but it increases the
quantity of fruit. Nitrogen, the element it
supplies, should be wused sparingly, or
the plants will be burned. Just before a
rain, sprinkle a tablespoonful in a circle
about eight inches from each plant. Don't
letany touch the plant. If a rain is not im-
minent, use the sprinkler after application.

Soaking seeds over-
night in warm water is
an old standby for use
when the seeds are very
hard. Especially for late
planting, it is advisable
to add a scant half-tea-
spoonful of sulphur to a
cup of water.

Even potatoes may be
forced by planting them
in large paper boxes a
few weeks before the or-
dinary time for setting
them out of doors. When
the weather is warm
enough, place the entire
box in the ground. It
will soon rot away, and a
few hills treated in this
way, will furnish pota-
toes until the others
come on. Other vegeta-
bles may be treated in the
same manner.

Bottomless tomato
cans are also much used.
They are especially good
for tomatoes, since they
may be slipped off as
soon as set in the ground,
leaving the plant undis-
turbed.

Egg-shells, too, are
useful in this connection.
In them we start many
of our flowers—such as
poppies, which
bear transplanting.

Our garden has be-
come such a pleasure to
us, that we plan ahead
for its well-being. In the
fall, when there is noth-
ing but the dead stalks
left, we burn off the gar-
den. This clears away all
rubbish and makes our
plot ready for next
spring's planting.
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harvest time.
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At the Sign of Ye Goode Cafeteria

Women Solve the Eating Problem for Workers and

Make Money for Themselves

ow n in
D Cuba and

Mexico . a

cafeteria is
a lazy kind of
place, where a
dark-eyed cavalier
languidly ~ wraps
up the blackest of
coffee in small
packages for the
infrequent cus-
tomer. ltwas Cali-
fornia that first
applied this Span-
ish term to her
alert offspring, the
American cafe-
teria. But thereis
nothing slow
about the quick-
lunch, self-serving
restaurant, that
Americans know
by this name.

The American
cafeteria has
grown from an experiment to a real insti-
tution, with a solid place in the affections
of the big, eating public. These self-serving
restaurants solve the problem of where to
eat in the shortest time at the cheapest
price. They also solve the problem of how
to make a living for the woman who knows
how to manage a stove, plan well-balanced
meals, and cater to the public appetite.

By providing a pleasant lunching place
for girls and women in the wage-earning
world, the woman who is looking for a
way to earn a living, not only finds that,
but she also renders the public a big ser-
vice. A large well-aired dining-room, where
first-rate, well-cooked food is served at rea-
sonable prices will prove a money-making
venture, if properly planned and equipped.
All that is required is a sum large enough to
cover the initial expense of rent, equipment,
and advertising until a clientele is estab-
lished, together with a practical knowledge
of foodstuffs and their values, and a dispo-
sition guaranteed not to sour when the
milk does.

The first point which the prospective di-
rector of a cafeteria must settle, is that of
location. Upon the selection of a good site,
as much as upon the choice of a good cook,
will the success of the business depend. One
manager of a very profitable cafeteria when
asked to what she attributed her unusual
success, replied without hesitation:

“To the attractive windows of the de-
partment store next door. The girl who
has been indoors all day, welcomes the dis-
traction of looking at pretty new dresses
and hats at noon. Naturally she selects a
near-by lunching place.”

HE cafeteria which catches the business

must be centrally located, near stores

and offices. It should be easy of ac-
cess. Sometimes a seemingly unimportant
detail like a difficult crossing, or a badly
paved alley, will ruin an otherwise bright
chance of success. An attractive sign with
a spicy name is good business psychology.
There is magic in names like “The Flying
Fame,” “The Copper Kettle,” or “The Cozy
Cafeteria.”

It goes without saying that the ground
floor, if the rentis not prohibitive, is the best
choice. When, however, it comes to a ques-
tion of choosing between steep rent or steep
stairs, the latter is the wisest solution.

But upon the interior of the cafeteria,
much more than upon the exterior, will the
business stand or fall. A sunny, cheerful
room, kept perfectly clean and in good
order, with a clear atmosphere, free from
steam and heavy
odors, will create
a good impression
upon all patrons.
In the matter of
decoration, no
amateur can do
better than follow
the plan which the
Y. W. C. A. used
in establishing the
“Ann Fullon,”
their model cafe-
teria in New York
City. When this
restaurant  was
opened up last
year, it had the
benefit of all the
years of experi-
ence which this
association  has
had in feeding the
working woman
The “Ann Fulton”

In the “Ann Fulton”

This cafeteria brings content to a long “bread line” every noon

feeds, on an average, twenty-five hundred
business women of the vi every day.

The walls throughout this building are
of a smooth finish, and are in color, a deep,
warm corn-yellow. The ceilings are white,
and a touch of old blue in the furnishings
adds just the needed note of contrast. At-
tractive hangings of brightly colored chintz,
which harmonize with the color scheme, are
used at all the windows. Beside the win-
dows in the chintz room, where regular
club lunches are served at small gray tables,
trellises are built. Tropical-looking birds of
wood, perched upon these slender lattices,
lend an attractive and artistic note to the
room. The woman who is planning a
cafeteria, whatever its size, could follow
this plan of decoration and carry out her
color scheme further, in selecting her china.
In choosing flowers for the table, she should
also remember her color motif.

AND don't forget the flowers,” is the ad-
vice of one Y. W. A. director.
“Endow the tables with one blossom

daily, and watch the result on faces and
attendance!”

In selecting the equipment of the dining-
room much care should be exercised. The
usual size for a table for two is 2 feet by
2 feet 6 inches, and for four, 2 feet 6 inches
by 3 feet 2 inches. Oblong ones can be
placed to greater advantage when the cafe-
teria space must be made to feed the largest
possible number. Leave 4 feet between
tables for seating, and 3 feet 6 inches to 5
feet between tables, for gangways. Tables
with pedestals in the center are most con-
venient.

The table top should have a finish that
will not be marred by hot dishes. If more
expensive equipment can be chosen, white
or black Carrara glass is good-looking and
easy to keep clean. Each table should be
supplied with a sanitary covered sugar
bowl, and salt and pepper shakers of glass.

Chairs, a checker’'s table and chair, a
cashier’s table and chair, a water cooler,
glass racks, baskets for soiled linen, candy
counter and umbrella stands are other
necessities. Chairs should be strong and of
light weight. The checker's table should be
large enough to take two trays at a time,
located at the end of the service counter, at
the point where the guest has found all that
she needs for her tray. The water cooler
is used if drinking water is not piped to the
dining-room, and the glass racks or shelves
are placed near the water supply. A coun-
ter for candy will be found a source of reve-
nue, if an attractive supply of confections

women a day

the Y. W. C. A. serves twenty-five hundred business

is kept on dis-
play.

If the kitchen
is on the same floor
as the di g-
room, the serving-
room should be
between the two.
The kitchen should
be directly back

of the serving-
counter, and that
counter, bark of

the seating ac-
commodation. The
ideal counter lay-
out should make
it possible for the
guest to supply
herself in the fol-
lowing order with
tray, silver, nap-
kin, cold or hot
bread, butter,
soup, meat, entree,
gravy, vegetables,
salads, desserts,
drinks, ice cream, and (after passing the
checker) with drinking water.

The dimensions of the counter are
usually 3 feet wide, and should not be less
than 18 inches long. This is very important,
as the sales will be in proportion to the
space that is available for display. The
firmest of resolves to indulge in a slen-
der lunch fades before the temptation of a
lucious slice of pie, or an appetizing salad.
The tray rail should run the full length of
the counter at the height of the counter.
This is intended to serve as a ledge on which
guests may slide their trays along while
passing in front of the service table. The
contents of the counter should include a
refrigerator for milk, shelving for plates
and dishes, closets and drawers.

Oblong trays are the most convenient to
use. The desirable size is 12 inches by 14
inches. Aluminum is more costly than papier-
mache or black Japan, but is easily worth
the additional expense. Invest in enough
silverware for one-third of the total service,
and buy twice as many teaspoons as forks
The best triple plate, preferably without
any design, is a good kind to purchase. Pa-
per napkins save a large laundry bill.

TN choosing the general kitchen utensils,
four facts should be considered. First,
the chemical reaction of foodstuffs upon

the material; second, the weight; third, the

durability; and fourth, the ease of cleaning.

The weight of utensils is important since

the energy utilized varies directly with the

weight. Durability in the long run affects
the price, while ease of cleaning affects the
labor problem.

In most cafeterias the menu board is
placed beside the entrance, so that the pa-
trons can stop and decide what they want to
eat before getting in line in front of the
counter. If the board is placed in front of
the counter, it is apt to delay the service.
White cards are used, on which are printed
in bold black lettering the items making up
the menu for the day. Another good plan
is to have a second menu board placed out-
side the streetentrance to attract passers-by.

Menus should be planned so as to offer
variety from day to day, with a sense of
color schemes and salesmanship, and an eye
to good business. For most cafeterias it is
enough to offer one soup; hot roast, one
cheaper dish, such as stew, liver and bacon,
or hash; one kind of fish; potatoes in some
form or their equivalent; two other vege-
tables; two or three kinds of salads—Ilet-
tuce, vegetables, cheese or fruit—two kinds
of pie; and one or two other desserts, such

as puddings or
stewed fruit. Ice
cream will be a
good seller during
the summer
months. Drinks

will include but-
termilk, cocoa, tea
and coffee.

In the ever-
growing list of op-

there is much to
be said for the
business of feed-
ing the world's
workers. The
well-run cafeteria
fills a very useful
place in the life of
any community in
which there are
=numbersof “down-
town” workers.
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One Woman to Another
By “Bobby” Wyndham

Shall I tell you how | came to know
about Arnolin? It was last spring when
I was visiting at Glen Cove. In the little
cabinet of my bathroom 1 happened on a
toilet preparation which was quite new to
me. The label read Amolin, the Personal
Deodorant Powder.

Helen, my hostess, told me how Amolin
destroys body odors. She said it was the
most wonderful preparation for keeping the
body always above the suspicion of any
odor.

Now, that may seem an extravagant re-
mark. | thought so when | heard it. But
after trying Amolin, as Helen advised—>
well, 1 don’t think “wonderful” is anything
more than the literal truth.

You know' that delightfully clean-and-
sweet sensation you have, as you step from
the bath. Use Amolin and that feeling
stays with you all day. No odors from per-
spiration or any other cause. Amolin keeps
you fresh, feeling absolutely at your best,
no matter what your business or pleasure.

You can’t help liking Amolin. It has so
many intimate, personal uses. |It's un-
scented and contains no talcum. Of course,

it's absolutely harmless. All drug and de-
partment stores sell it. The Amolin Co.,
Lodi, N. J., will send a generous sample on
request. Try it and you'll agree with me:
Amolin is an indispensable toilet requisite.
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The Day the Clock
Was Set Ahead

[Continued from pageso]

He stood in his place staring up at the
plane. It soared like a great bird, and
bent its wings and came nearer earth and
seemed to hover above his head.

Cyrus snorted a little. He touched the
steers with the whip. They plunged for-
ward in surprise. The hired-man jounced
and bounded and peered over the edge of
the hay-rick at Cyrus’ back.

He was striding along, his angry glance
on the sky, and the whip in his hand seemed
to shake a little. One could fancy Cyrus
was shaking it at the clouds. The steers
subsided to a sliding trot. The hay-rick
jolted and bounced.

Cyrus looked again at the flying portent
in the sky. He made up his mind to see
his lawyer at once. He would not put it
off even for a day. Asa had yielded this
time. But suppose he had been older—
suppose he had been twenty-one, and
wanted to fly!

Asa might be up there above the clouds
if he were twenty-one!

He cast another glance at the sky. There
were thunder-heads to the south. It looked
like rain, and there was a queer, oppressive
feeling in the air—as if tingling forces were
striving to break through.

He would get in the oats and then he
would see Crampton. If the boy
was so anxious to get away from the land
his fathers had made, let him get away
from the land! The old man smiled grimly.

Let him go up and stay up!
The Truefoot money could bbild an orphan
asylum!

Cyrus worked more swiftly. He lifted
the stacked bundles, one after the other,
with long swinging thrusts of the great
pitchfork that sent them high on the rick,
where Carter stowed away and packed
down with heavy-moving foot.

Above, the clouds gathered in billowing
masses.

Cyrus cast a swift glance at the shifting
clouds. Above them a tiny dot sailed and
soared—a dot that might have been Asa!
He glared at the sailing dot. What was the
matter with the world and with his chil-
dren?

He asked it angrily. But there was no
answer from the clouds—only the queer
tingling feeling about him of mighty forces
that strove to break through.

Carter, stowing away on the rick, caught
the bundles as they swung up to him. And
as he trod them down he glanced at the
thunder-heads to the south. And from the
clouds he glanced to the backs of the steers.
The backs were quiet, but the steers stood
with noses pressed close together. And
when a far-off rumble and flash gleamed at
the oat-field they trembled a little and
pawed, sniffing the air. Carter's eye from
the high rick surveyed them dubiously.

“Think we better risk it?” he called
down.

Cyrus threw another bundle to him.
He touched the backs with the long lash of
the whip.

“Gee!” he said authoritatively.

The steers moved forward slowly and
the unwieldy rick lurched behind. Carter
peered over uncertainly. He knew Cyrus
would not stop till the last bundle was
stowed away. He wished he were on the
ground and Cyrus on the load. Cyrus lifted
another bundle at him and he caught it
and threw it behind and trampled it down,
one eye on the clouds. . The thunder
was coming nearer now. Playful gleams of
lightning crossed and recrossed the sky, and
the steers lifted nose and snuffed and moved
restively.

Cyrus paused, and slapped a sharp hand
on the quivering flanks.

“Haw-there! Ged-ap!” he called out.

They moved forward again. Then the
heads in the heavy yoke swung around and
they wheeled sharply to the right. The rick
swayed. Cyrus sprang to their heads, the
butt of the whip upraised.

There was a rending crash and flash
from the sky—and hoofs plunging in wild
terror.

The whip descended— once— twice—and
disappeared beneath the hoofs. The un-
wieldy rick swayed on. It moved across the
sky like some great ship that founders rid-
ing high before it goes down. Carter's face,
a round disk of terror, peered over the
edge of the rick and glared backward at a
silent form that lay stretched on the ground
behind. The face was upturned to the sky.

The storm broke and drenched the face.

Along the road a light carriage rolled
swiftly. With the reins well in hand, the
girl sat forward, watching the riotous sky.
Her face glowed as the rain drenched upon
it. She spoke soothingly to the colts, guid-
ing them with sure hand.

She was at home in the storm. Genera-
tions of Truefoots glowed in her veins and
refreshed themselves in the fluid, electric
force that played and flashed in the air.
She was a creature of the elements without

[Continued on page j-y]
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Colds

burns

Chi Ialns

The Little Nurse
for Little Ills ”

B EFORE a cold “settles”

on you—use Menthola-
tum. Apply it to the nostrils,
inside and out, rubbing gent-
ly. Congestion subsides and
free breathing is soon restored.

rn— Ba NCLChealing CREAM®Y)

th o la lu

Always made under this signature

m e n m

quickly and gently relieves chaps, chilblains
and other “little ills.” It is antiseptic and
healing.

Atall druggists’ in tubes, 25¢c. Jars, 25c, 50¢, S1

Do this: Wrile todayfor TestPackage, Free. Orsend |Ocfor special TrialSize.

THE MENTHOLATUM CO. Dept.C. Buffalo, N. Y.

SaVe Mone’y
Whenlo ti Build

VERY prospective home builder should send for the new
E book of Sterling System Homes before making any plans.
Every home shown in beautiful colors and described in
detail with plans. From the modest cottage or bungalow, to
the pretentious mansion— all designed by architects who
know how to give you the utmost in convenience of arrange-
ment and modern design.

Stedim Susemfhmes

Are built by the famous Sterling System— from forest direct
to you without any middleman's profit— the most econom ical and
practical method of building ever developed. All parts cut to fit exactly
without waste of material or time All there is to do is have your car-
penter put the parts together when they are received

Save on Your New Home. When you build a Sterling
System Home you save all the waste of material and the waste of time of
the old “Handsaw Method” Al extrascutout and all middle-
men's profits saved because you buy direct from the
men who own the very forests that yield the logs /A~International
for your Sterling Home. Send today for the /#  unisTimKprfn
DeLuxe Sterling Book which shows how 111& 2033 Bay City Midi
this saving can be made /#LcCedfindlOc'™ t."
Mill

International f-TSSSmMT&rS
& Timber Co. /« Hmi-

Dept.2063  Bay City, Mich.

Send

this Coupon
and 10c today
We will mail you

the new 1919 Sterling
System Book of Homi

‘the most elaborate, attractive

and informative book of its J

kind ever issued. Just full of

valuable information that everyhome N
builder should have. Sendforyour copy.



54

I Wearing
ol Highest

I"SSildren:1

Guarantee
Satisfaction
or Your
Money Back

No. 135. We carry
an array of charm-
ing new modes
direct from Am-  /
erica’s Leading: J
Style Centerat
Money J
Savmg to You. B
This silk poplin Vv
dress is typical =
of the values
awaiting your
selection.
Blouse is em-
broidered in
front and has

poplin collar.
Gored skirt
has loose em-
broidered
panels ex-
tending from
waist. ~Navy
or black. Miss:
es' 16,18 and20
rs. \omen's, B |
to 44 bust.
Only-

®
o
@
°
S
3
5
@
LT P

WMSr  No. 134. One of
tlle best footwear

values we have ever of-

el
iy

No. 136
.The values

1Balog are so
fwonderful
1 you will ex-
perience a
big saving

-
3

it'*FREE
W Note our
> low price
I on this
I women's
= cover all
B apron of
plain blue
or plnk

large 51265

98¢c

Ask for
Catalog
No. 97M

W fered is this women's black
f cabaretta kidskin lace shoe
with black cloth top and serv-
iceable leather sole. There are
hundreds of equally_?ood yalues

in our Catalos
for FREE cop:
comes in sizes 2% <t
kto7. DandE. Pr
We Pay Parcel
Post Charges

v, , This <f shoea

cQ «

McCall's Magazine for' March,

The Day the Clock Was
Set Ahead

[Continued from page 53]

care and without fear,
storm.

The oat-field sped by and she gave a
half-glance toward it as she guided the colts.
Almost home now!

Then against the feky the great lurching
hay-rick loomed up and plunged on, swing-
ing behind maddened steers.

The girl gave a swift glance and a pull
on the reins that brought the colts up-
standing. She leaped to the ground, tying
the colts to the fence, quieting them with
soothing words while her hands drew a
quick knot and tested it. . Then
she was flying across the stubbly field to
the form on the ground.

High above her, hovered a dot that
swung and turned in hesitating circles and
came nearer the ground. She not turn
or look up to the great bird coming nearer
with each sweep of wide, outstanding wings.
Her eyes were fixed on the ground ahead
where the silent figure lay with its face to
the sky.

She bent above him and scanned the
face, and her hands loosened the wet cloth-
ing—stripping and tearing it away, down to
a jagged wound below the hip where the
blood spurted—bright red. She looked up
with quick, desperate glance.

Across the field Asa was racing toward
her, and the great bird was rising slowly,
skimming from the ground.

She bent again to the figure.

“Take off your shirt!” she said,’as he

came up, and while she showed him hur-
riedly how to lift the leg and hold it in
place, her fingers tore at the shirt, stripping
and knotting it with swift skill. The rain
drenched them. It washed the silent, up-
turned face that her glance sought again
and again as she knotted the strips and
drew them tight and bound the leg.
Her hand reached out to the whip clenched
in the tense fingers and loosened it. A great
shudder ran through Cyrus as the whip
loosened in his grasp. Her face, watching
him, lighted swiftly. She inserted the han-
dle in the bandage and twisted it slowly.
The blood ceased to flow.

She looked up and drew a long breath.

“You must take the colts and go for
Dr. Bell!” she said quickly. “Don't spare
them!” The boy's face lighted to her
through the rain.

“Danforth’s gone!” he shouted. A crash
bore down upon them, and lighted up the
oat-field with blinding glare. Over by the
fence the steers were huddled together and
a little distance away the overturned rick
tilted at the sky.

She moved toward it swiftly.

From beneath the bundles a round face
emerged in wonder.

“By gum! I'm all right!” said Carter.
He got to his feet and shook his legs doubt-
fully. “I'm all right!” he announced sol-
emnly.

“Knock off two of those boards while
I get the carriage robe!” called the girl.
And she was gone across the field.

racing through the

Susan Truefoot, lifting the lid from the
kettle to look at the dumplings, gave a
glance at the storm outside. The lid dropped
from her hand.

Through the bars to the oat-field came
the strange procession, their heads bent to
the rain. And in the improvised stretcher
something sagged heavily that sent a grim
chill running through her. But the next
instant she had thrown open the door to
the best bedroom, drawn back the coverlet
and stripped down the upper sheet.

She stood in the door as they came up,
her eyes guestioning the girl's face.

“It's Father,” said the girl quietly. “Yes.
The steers ran with him. But he is alive!”

As they laid him on the best bed Susan,
looking down at the heavy, inert figure,
had a swift sense that it was impious to lay
hand on him and place him where they
would—without a gesture or sharp com-
mand from the grim silent lips.

“It's ten miles to Dr. Bell's!” she said
half audibly. She was gazing, awed, at
the strange tourniquet and the handle of
the whip that protruded half across the bed.

Asa glanced hastily through the door at
the clock in the adjoining room.

It pointed to eleven o’clock.

With a shock he remembered. His last
act had been to oppose his will to the silent
figure on the bed. His hand trembled as
he bent over his father and drew the watch
from his pocket—a quarter to twelve! He
glanced at his sister.

“He ought to be here now if he's had
good luck.”

“The doctor may refuse to come with
him,” she said. There was a little catch in
her voice. “He's not young, you know.
He may be afraid to fly!”

“He's been up—a dozen times!” said the
boy with swift pride. “He’s the squadron
doctor. You can't scare him!”

Susan looked at them, uncomprehend-
ing. They talked of strange things, and she
was dazed. She looked vaguely at the door.
Dr. Bell stood in it regarding her with grave
eyes.

He came forward with a quiet glance at
the bed.

“Bad business!” hesaid. Hiseye touched
the outstanding whip and tight-drawn ban-
dage with approving glance and rested on
the strange, unseeing look on the upturned
face.

“I’ll have the room clear for awhile!” he
said brusquely. “You stay, Ellen. And
send in Danforth. | may need someone
with a steady hand to help.”

So Cyrus Truefoot lay between life and
death, and an airplane ran errands for him.

He lay on his back, unable to speak or
move, but the earth ran as smoothly as if
Cyrus’ guiding hand were not removed
from affairs.

And Susan and Asa and Ellen, pass-
ing in and out of the room night and day,
with no fear of his imperious will, attend-
ing to the slightest want of the strong,
helpless man, grew to cherish him with a
kind of fierce, devoted tenderness. They
would not let him slip back into blankness.

The eyes opened, seeking. Ellen
was standing by the bed.

She turned away, the tears on her face,
and hurried from the room. Her mother
looked up.

“He is conscious!” said Ellen.

“And— himself?” asked the mother.

“1 don't know!” said the girl. A sob
broke from her.

Her mother went swiftly toward the
other room.

“Cyrus—?" She bent to him.

The eyes turned slowly and with diffi-
culty toward her and regarded her a long
minute. Cyrus came traveling back from
vast spaces where his soul had been.

“Tuck in the clothes at the foot, can't
you!” he said half-testily. “It seems strange
nobody knows how to make a bed—the
way Mother used to!”

The words trailed away in feeble speech
and Susan obeyed with meekness. Her
hands trembled. But there was a light in
her face as she bent over his bed and drew
in the clothes and tucked them firmly in
place.

She glanced again at the motionless head

on the pillow. He seemed asleep. She
slipped from the room.

Ellen looked up with swift inquiry.
Her mother nodded.

“Yes, he's come to,” she said. “And

he's himself.” She sat down weeping softly.

But if Cyrus was himself it seemed to
be a different self from the one that drove
the steers to the oat-field.

It was as if some dim-gone Truefoot
had taken possession and determined
thought and speech. Sometimes Cyrus’ face
held a look half-awed, half-ashamed, as if
he did or spoke something against his will.

The airplane came less often now. Asa
had learned to fly. But when John Dan-
forth came to the farm, Susan sat with
Cyrus while Ellen and the airman walked
in the summer twilight. And Susan, sitting
with Cyrus, remembered her own twilights
and the soft sounds and scents of the dusk.

If Cyrus knew he gave no sign.

“1 didn’t save your life,” the doctor said
when Cyrus tried awkwardly to thank him.
“Any doctor could have done what | did.
It was Danforth got me here in time, and
your family that nursed you back to life.
But you owe it to Ellen that there was
anything left to nurse.”

Cyrus blinked a little.

That afternoon he sent for the lawyer.

The next day he was moved out into
the sitting-room. He cast a swift look about
him as they wheeled him through the door
—at all his dear, familiar possessions—at
the desk with his armchair and the old
clock on the wall—

His glance halted.

The hands pointed blankly to eleven.

He looked up sharply to Asa who was
wheeling his chair.

“Has the clock stopped?”

The boy'’s lip quivered.

“Yes, sir.”

Cyrus’ hand tugged at his watch and
drew it out. It had been wound every
night since he was ill and it was a good
time-keeper. It pointed to eleven o’clock.

“You better start the clock and set it
going,” he said casually as he replaced the
watch.  “It's just twelve—by the right
time.”

The boy walked over and opened the
case and turned the hands slowly. His
hand reached through the long, slender door
and touched the pendulum and set it swing-
ing slowly and gently back and forth—
ticking as it had ticked for generations of
Truefoots before him.
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Hear Clearly”
You, Too, Can Hear!

Inasmuch as 32500 s of the "ACOPSTI-
Garrett Brown, whose photo appears above,
fe51' perfectly Safe I ulging evely person who s

hard of hearing, wiliout 2. perny of expense,
solely and entirely at our risk, to’ accept the

1919 Acousticon Jgaydl
For 10 Days' FREE TRIAL

No Deposit—No Expense

Al you need do is fo write saying that you are
hard of hearing and will try the "ACOUST1-
B8N PRarind A0l Yot dade you ons cent, for
We even pay delivery charges.
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The "ACOUSTICON" has improvements and
patented features which cannot he duplicated, so
no matlerwhal ou have tried In the past, send for
your free trial of the "ACOUSTICON" today and
tonvince yourself—you alone to decide. Address
GENERAL ACOUSTIC CO., 1361 Candler Bldg., N.Y.
Canadian Addreu, 621 New Birks Building, Montreal

Deformities
of the Back

Greatly benefited or en-
tirely cured by the Philo
Burt Method.

The 30,000 cases suc-
cessfully treated in our
experience of over 17

years is absolute proof of
this statement.

The Philo Burt Appliance
on 30 Days’ Trial
Sinceyou run no risk there is
no reason why you should not ac-
ceptour offer at once.
The _photographs here show how
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An Easy Way to
Remove Dandruff

If you want plenty of thick, beautiful,
glossy, silky hair, do by all means get
rid of dandruff, for it will starve your hair
and ruin it if you don’t

The best way to get rid of dandruff is to
dissolve it. To do this, just apply a little
Liquid Arvon atnightbefore retiring; use
enough to moisten the scalp, and rub it in
gently with the finger tips.

By morning, most, if not all, of your
dandruff will be gone, and three or four
more applications should completely re-
move every sign and trace of it.

You will find, too, that all itching of the
scalp will stop, and your hair will look and
feel a hundred times better. You can get
Liquid Arvon ai any drug store. A four-
ounce bottle is usually all that is needed.

The R. L. Watkins Co., Cleveland, Ohio
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Lift Corns Out
With Fingers

A few drops of Freezone loosen
corns or calluses so
they lift off

Freezone removes hard corns, soft
corns, also corns between the toes and
hardened calluses. Freezone does not
irritate the surrounding skin. You feel
no pain when applying it or afterward.

Women! Keep a tiny bottle of
Freezone on your dresser and never
let a corn ache twice.

Tiny bottle costs few cents
at drug stores—anywhere

ACENTS JA0 AVEEK

Newpatentedstove. Burnscoal-
oil. Big money saver. Cooks
amealquickly. Idealfor factory
menwarming up noon meals. Eas-
ily operated. Starts and turns off
quick. No expense. Absolutelysafe.
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oft PR e o, ol
Quick seller Big

in Stores

derful success.
rofits._ Easy to ok
Ie furnishe tov\DrkErs ertefor

Don't miss thisbig
THOMAS STOVE CO.‘ZOZHAM ST.. DAYTON, OHIO

GIVEN
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Wonderful new systemof teachin &)rmemucbynau To first
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mﬂllchargeforlmonlyem o Wo oar ey e
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IDYL PUB. CO., 103 N. Clark SI., Sulla 213, Chicago
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“lIsn’'t it a beauty? And, every bit
paid for with my own money”

More-Money Club

For Girls Who Want to Turn
Spare Hours Into Gold
W Last month when the More-

Money Club was introduced to
readers of McCall's, | watched the mails
anxiously to see how many girls and women
there would be who would welcome a
chance to earn money of their own. |
knew there would be a great piany, but I
never dreamed that the letters would come
to my desk by hundreds and hundreds from
eager girls anxious to make “real money.”
Almost before the magazine was out, the
first request for membership came in, and
Miss J. E. Cullen, of Connecticut, has the
honor of being the first to respond.

To say that all these letters have made
me happy is not enough. Really, I can't
express in mere words the pleasure | feel
when 1 realize that through the More-
Money Club, I am going to help so many,
many girls to turn their spare hours into
gold and realize their ambitio

Of course, nearly all the feirls tell me
just why they want to earn money, and it
really gives me a sort of thrill when I find
that so many of these new members are
thinking of just the thing that I, myself,
have been thinking about—a new spring
outfit—and, first of all, a new spring hat.

HAT a reception McCall girls have
given the More-Money Club!

“1 cannot tell you how delighted 1
was when | read in McCall's,” writes
Marion Byrne, a Nebraska school girl,
“that the More-Money Club had been
organized. It is just the thing that |
have so often wished for, and in just
the last few days | have been trying to
plan some way to earn the extra money
I need to get the new spring suit and
hat that | have so set my heart on.
Can you help me?”

Indeed, the Club Will Help!

I wrote Miss Byrne at once that she
could earn the money for her new spring
outfit and have it just a little bit ahead of
the time her girl friends would have theirs.
All she had to do was to use those precious
spare moments she formerly had not realized
she possessed. Marion has her new spring
outfit now. In just ten days after | wrote
her, she had earned the money she wanted.
“And,” she writes, “1 did it so easily.”

Before me, right now, | have another
letter 1 want you to read. | know that
you will agree with me that this young
married member of our More-Money Club,
who has a little girl, and who lives in a
small Pennsylvania town, deserves great
admiration for her desire “to help.”

“Dear McCall's:—

I have been a subscriber to Mc-
Call's for the past two years and find
it very useful. Just now it seems that
my husband’s salary doesn’'t go around
for all the things we would like to do.
I would like so much to help. Won't
you please write at once and tell me
how I can do this?”

Girls! If you really wantto earn money
of your own, no matter what you want it
for, do write and ask for the secret of our
More-Money Club. It is all so easy, once
you know how, and the results so gratify-
ing! The members are enthusiastic, and |
want you to join right away. It isn't
necessary to write a long letter, just say,
“l want to join the More-Money Club,”
and sign your full name and address. |
will answer immediately.

Secretary, More-Money Club,
McCall's Magazine,
236 West 37th Street,
New York City.

Famous Beauties of the
Screen Give 5 Aids

TJERE is the opportunity perhaps you have been
it seeking. Thesefive beauty aids given by these
five beauty Queens are, above all, simple and
economical. Maké them your "stand-bys" and they
will stand by you.
Lillian Walker Has Complexion Secret.
“There is a way, a quite-certain way, to
make the skin clear and uniform, indescrib-
ably lovely, free from freckles, and spots,
muddiness, or blemishes. If you will simply
mix the contents of a one-ounce package of
zintone— which any druggist can supply yoit
— with water and two tablespoonfuls of gly-
cerine as directed on the package, it will
form a delightfully satiny cream, ready for
use. This makes over a pint of the cream,
it is economical and can be used liberally. |
can render you no better service than to
make this suggestion.”
Marguerite Clayton Sava Shampoos Are as
Different as Aiglit from Day.
“Mostpeople, apparently, do not realize that
there are accumulations constantly forming
on the scalp and which hold on very te-
naciously. W ashing with ordinary soaps or
shampoos does not seem to dislodge this
film. A very effective way to remove it is by
dissolving them with eggol. A teaspoonful of
this dissolved in a half cup of water makes a
mostluxurious head-wash,and dissolves every

bit of foreign accumulation on the scalp
You will find it leaves the scalp cleaner than
you ever thought it possible to have it. It

leaves the hair silky, and, | am sure, helps
the hair to more vigorous growth. For a
quarter, one can get enough eggol for over

a dozen of these shampoos.”
Ruth Roland's Idea for Superfluous Hair.
“Here is a way to remove superfluous hair

which is as pleasant and easy, and free from

irritation, as the use of any ordinary face
lotion. In fact, it now becomes a toilet
pleasure instead of a dread. You wet the

hairs to be removed with just a few drops of
sulfo solution, which you can secure at any
drug store. You can apply it with the fin-
gers. The hairs will quickly shrivel up, dis->
solve away, so that you can rub them right,
off with your fingers. The best part of it is
that it leaves the skin in a glorious condi-j
tion, free from any spotting or irritation,
every hair is gone and no one can tell that
you had superfluous hairs at all. It is as
safe as any face cream.”

ELL have the poets written so
W much about roses! The bril-

liant scarlet rose of infinite
charm and grace—the Maman with
its double blooms of brilliant pink
—the Cochet so large, so appeal-
ingly white! Then there is the Etoile
de Lyon with its rich yellow blossoms
and full form—the Maiden’s Blush—
and Helen Good, than so hardy a
flower never bloomed—and the La
France, whose thick clusters never lose
their color.

Our Offer

W e will send you the 8 rose-bushes—if
when sending your own subscription to
MccCall's, you also send the subscription
of one of your friends. 1f your sub-
scription does not expire for some time,
you may send your renewal in advance.
We will send you the roses and extend
your subscription for a year from its
present expiration date.

The roses will be mailed to arrive
at the proper time for planting.

to Beauty

Choose Any
One of These
Methods aud

Let It Solve
Your Beauty
Problem
Ouce for All
Ethel Clayton: “Moke Skin Pores Smaller
lo Remove Wrinkles.”
“It is well known that a coarse skin, or

one with large pores, usually shows the most

flabbiness and the most wrinkles. By mak-
ing the pores smaller, an important result is
produced on wrinkles. The pores ‘brace up’

and the skin becomes finer in texture. It is
possible to brace up the pores, to give the
skin a finer texture, to make it more plump
and youthful. Result, fewer wrinkles

“You can produce avery pronounced effect
on wrinkles by using a cream, very easily
made by mixing two ounces of eptol in a
half pint of water and adding a tablespoon-
ful of glycerine. Use it very freely and
notice the results on lines of age, wrinkles,
and crow's feet. 1| feel sure you will not be
disappointed.”

Muriel Ostriche says: _“Hair Growth Can
Easily*Be Forced.”

“Personal experience is more eloguent
than any written word. Just measure the
length of your hair today, use the method
I suggest here, and then measure your hair
agiain in a few weeks. That will tell the
story. Just get from the drug store an

ounce package of beta-quinol, and mix this
with a half pint of bay rum and a half pint
of water, or else with a full pint of witch-
hazel. Then the hair-grower is ready. It
Certainly is a delight to use, and contains no
oil. It is very economical.”

In case your druggist cannot supply you
with the articles mentioned above, arrange-
ments have been made so that the same will
be sent you by the Cooper Pharmacol Co.,
528 Thompson Bldg., Chicago, on receipt of
price, postpaid, as follows: zintone, eptol,
and beta-quinol each 50c; sulfo solution,
$1.00. But first ask your druggist for it

Rose-Bushes
For Youl

A garden of roses! How en-
chanting it is to loiter between
the green-leaved bushes and
to pick just the blossoms whose
delicate color and perfume
appeal to you! McCall's of-
fers you your own rose-garden
of eight hardy everblooming
roses of the choicest varieties.

The rose-bushes you will receive
are strong, healthy, one-year-old
pot-grown plants which will thrive
in any good garden soil and bloom
the first year if given ordinary care.

MCCALL'S MAGAZINE

250 W. 37th St., New York. N. Y.
I accept your offer and enclose $2.00.
Send the roses and McCall's for Lyear to

My

Send McCall's for 1year ti
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Jfth leticUnderwearforEverylwman

Just as
Comfortable
as brother's

RijBByit-1y Misi* 1

Lady Sealpax—a Better Underwear
for Women—sold in a Cleaner Way

I F you want to experience an entirely new sense of
comfortin underwear—ijust slip into Lady Sealpax.

Lady Sealpax is gracefully designed to satisfy
the feminine fancy of every woman and yet give the
same luxurious underwearcomfort herbrother enjoys.
Easy-fitting, athletic cut—made of soft, dainty fabrics.
Sold in individual envelopes, at popular prices.

Ifyour favorite shop does not sell Lady Sealpax,
write for booklet and mention dealer's name.

THE SEALPAX COMPANY, Ladies’ Dept., Baltimore, Md
Also makers of Men’'s Sealpax Athletic Underwear

White Clover Dress
Shields are the shields you
choose to protect your most
cherished gown! They are
comfortable and always
reliable.

In flesh—white— black;
in different sizes, styles and
weights.

If you have difficulty in
obtaining just the Omo
Shields you wish send for
Booklet 10 and name of
nearest dealer.

THE OMO MANUFACTURING CO.

MIDDLETOWN, CONN.
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Youth for Youth

[Continued Jrom page 4/]

Jane said to me, quite simply, it seemed,
“I've wanted to meet Mr. Baldwin’s mother
ever since you introduced me to him.” And
Letty, sublimely mendacious, indicated the
mutuality of the wish.

Now Jane’s letter to Arthur lay there in
plain sight on my desk, as clearly a part of
the issue between us, as if it had been
marked “Plaintiff's Exhibit A.” 1 don't
know whether Jane's eye fell upon it or
not, but she said, just impulsively enough,
while Letty was putting it back in her bag
and holding out a leave-taking hand to me,

“I've asked Arthur up to lunch to-mor-
row. | wish you'd come, too.”

The unexpectedness of that invitation
must have been overwhelming, especially in
connection with the tone in which Jane
had pronounced the boy’s name.

To give Letty time to get her breath, in
case she needed it (she betrayed no such
distress), | said hastily, “That's a capital
idea. If you'll invite me too, I'll add my
persuasions to yours.”

Jane said, turning to me, but still speak-
ing to Letty, “Hubert knows he doesn't need
any invitation. He's invited—always. 1
hope you will both come.”

“Thank you,” Letty said with a barely
perceptible hesitation, “1—I think I should
like to come very much, if Hubert will take
me.” She made Jane a sufficiently gracious
little bow of farewell, and moved, but more
suddenly, toward the door.

I escorted her, of course, through the
outer offices and all the way to the eleva-
tor. But she didn't say a word, nor did she
give me a chance to see her face. It was
only after 1 had pressed the signal for a
down car, that she cried in a fiercely
strangled little voice:

“Oh, don’t wait! Go back to herl”

Miserably, I did.

[Continued in the April McCall's]

SYNOPSIS.— Hubert Janney returns from a fort-
night's vacation to find that a client, Mrs. Letitia
Hornsby, has been telephoning him_daily since his
departure.  Mrs. Hornsby is still wonderfully
hough forty and a widow. He recalls his

-year friendship with Letitia Hornsby.
He met her while in college and fell a victim to
her charms, but relinquished her to his room-mate.
Woody Baidwin. Her marriage to Baldwin was
shortlived. He died, leaving her, with her little
son, dependent upon his autocratic father. Her re-
lationship with the Baldwin family was most un-
happy and she married an old and wealthy man,
who eventually died, leaving her comfortably well
off. When the story opens, her son has grown
into his early twenties. He has a rarely sensitive
nature, and has inherited his mother's beauty and
his grandfather's mind. He believes himself a cow-
ard, having always been shielded from everything
by 'his mother. Hubert Janney goes to see her.
She wants to give him her fortune of a quarter of
a million dollars, in order that she may seem de-
pendent upon her son, so that he may not be
drafted. He refuses. He is visited by the son,
Arthur Baldwin, who tells him that he has been ac-
cepted by the examination board. Arthur is dis-
mayed, as he considers himself a coward and has
thought he was “ physically unfit. Janney promises
to try to think of a way to help them both.

Before Fresh Fruits
Come

[Continued from page 47]

eggs. Pour into two shallow cake-tins,
and bake in a moderate oven until a light
brown. When baked, invert the tins and let
stand until cold. When the pastry is cool
and ready to serve, drain off the juice from
a can of peaches. Cover both of the layers
with the peaches. Then spread on layersof
whipped cream, or a thick custard. Place
one layer over the other, and garnish with
a few peach halves. The juice from the
peaches will make another dessert.

STRAWBERRY SNOW

Whites of three eggs, one cupful thick
strawberry preserves, and whipped cream
to garnish. Beat the whites of eggs very
dry and stiff, then add the preserves a
teaspoonful at a time, beating until all
are in. Place on ice until cold, then serve
in tall glasses with a little sweetened whip-
ped cream on top of each. This does not
keep long, so should be made just in time
to cool before serving.

RHUBARB BAVARIAN CREAM

Two teaspoonfuls gelatine, two table-
spoonfuls cold water, one cupful cooked
rhubarb sweetened to taste, two table-
spoonfuls lemon juice and four eggs. Soak
the gelatine in cold water for a few min-
utes. Combine the rhubarb, lemon juice
and sugar, if needed. Heat, and pour into
the beaten yolks of eggs, beating briskly
until well blended. Add the gelatine, and
place in a double boiler. Cook as for
custard, stirring all the while, until the
eggs are cooked. Set in a cold place, and
when k begins to congeal, fold in the
stiffly beaten whites of eggs, and beat un-
til thoroughly mixed. Turn into a cold
wet mold lined with lady fingers. Serve
ice cold; heap whipped cream on top and
around sides of dish.

MEISTER PIANO

30 DAYS FREETRIAL-ALL FREIGHT PREPAID
1 you like the piano we will sell it to you o

catalog.. We have a fine selection.
Rothschild & Company. DepLM.ftMChicago, Illinois

High School Course

n Years You can complete

this simplified High
SchoolCourse at home inside two years. Meets
all requirements for entrance to college and the

leading professions, Thirty-six other practical
courses. Sendfor Free Bulletin. Satisfaction guaranteed.

American School of Correspondence cK cArlixiuoll

WOMEN MAKE MONEY
SELLINGOURI

MUTUAL FABRIC COMPANY.  Dept. 592,  Binghamton. N. Y.
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Coatee 8777
For 34-42 bust

Pleated Skirt 83 20

Sports Coat or
For 22-32 waist

%ea-Jacket 8783
For 34-44 bust

Spring Whispers New

Costume Nos. 8783-8320.—36 requires 354 yards of 40-inch
material and 274 yards of 36-inch contrasting.

No. 8783, Ladies’ Sports Coat or Pea-Jacket; 31- or 26-
inch length. Designed for 34 to 44 bust. 36 requires 2%4
yards of 36-inch material for coat and 1 yard of 36-inch
contrasting.

No. 8320, Ladies’ Straight Pleated Skirt; high waistline;
38-inch length. Designed for 22 to 32 waist. 26 requires
384 yards of 40-inch material. The width is 2-)4 yards.

Costume Nos. 8777-8693.—36 requires 3% yards of 54-inch
material and 54 yard of 36-inch contrasting.

No. 8777, Ladies’ Coatee or Dolman; dropped shoulder or
raglan sleeves. Designed for 34 to 42 bust. This design
requires 2% yards of 54-inch material and 1 yard 36-inch
contrasting for the collar.

No. 8693, Ladies' Two-Piece Skirt; 40-inch length. De-
signed for 22 to 34 waist. 26 requires 2/ yards of 54-inch
material. Width, 1-54 yards. Rounded edges at side seams.

Skirt 8693
For 22-34 waist

Costume Nos. 8787-8685.— 36 requires 5 yards of 36-inch
material and 1J4 yards of 21-inch contrasting.

No. 8787, Ladies’ Coat, in 32- or 27-inch length. Designed
for 34 to 46 bust. 36 requires 1?4 yards of 36-inch and V/%
yards of 21-inch contrasting.

No. 8685, Ladies’ Dress. Designed for 34 to 44 bust. 36
requires 4 yards of 36-inch material. Width, \r2 yards.

57

Fads and Fancies

No. 8795, Ladies’ Dolman; plain or with applied cape sec-
tion; 49-inch length. This design requires 6 yards of 40-
inch material.

No. 8752, Ladies’ Coat Suit; collarless coat or with vest and
collar; with or without sleeves; two-piece skirt; high waist-
line; 40- or 38-inch length. Designed for 34 to 48 bust. 36
requires, 40-inch length, 4-)4 yards of 40-inch material.
Width, 1*4 yards.

No. 8570, Ladies’ Coat Suit; coat in 35- or 30-inch length;
lour-gored skirt, in 40-inch length. Designed for 34 to 48
bust. 36 requires 4 yards of 54-inch material for the coat and
skirt and J4 yard of 40-inch contrasting for the collar. The
width around the lower edge is 2 yards. The back and
front seams of the coat are left open below the hip and the
coat hangs in loose panel effect. The shirt, though narrow
and straight in line, has ample fulness for comfort in walk-
ing. Smart shawl collar of white silk.
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Generous Bits of Embroidery and Braid

No. 8517, Ladies’ Dress with varied acces-

sories; set-in sleeves in kimono style. De-
signed for 34 to 46 bust. 36 requires 4M
yards of 36-inch material. Width is W2

yards. Front panel finds effective trimming
in braid Design No. 863.

No. 8361, Ladies’ Waist. Designed for 34
to 46 bust. Beads of white take the form
of an oval motif, Design 890.

No. 8799, L adies’ Step-In
Chemise; cut in one piece. De-
signed for small, 34 to 36; medium,
38 to 40; large, 42 to 44 bust. The
medium requires 2¥\ yards of
36-inch material. The leg opening
is wide enough, so no buttoning is
necessary. The side seams arc
rounded at the lower edge and left
open for several inches for free-
dom. If a square neck is desired,
the round neck may be cut straight
across and shoulder straps of
ribbon used. Fragile and demure,
these sprays, Design No. 695, give
a touch of delicate stateliness to
this chemise.

No. 8411, Ladies’' and M isses' Pa-
jamas; one-piece coat, to be
slipped on over the head; trousers
gathered or plain. Designed for

small, 32 to 34; medium, 36 to
38; large, 40 to 42 bust. The
medium requires 4J4 yards of

36-inch material for the pajamas
and Y yard of 36-inch contrasting
for the bands. The coat has the
body and sleeve in one and may be
slashed in front or made with round
low neck, as shown in the illustra-
tion. Lazy-daisy-stitch is used in
the development of spray, Design
No. 848, which appears on the
sleeves and lower edge of the coat.

No. 8789, Ladies’ Two-Piece Skirt; 40- or

38-inch length.
26 requires, 40-inch leni

y2 yard 36-inch. Width, 1

No. 8791,
instep length.

Ladies’

Designed for 22 to 34 waist.

gth, 2 yards 40-inch,

yards.

Semi-Fitted Dress;

Designed for 34 to 44 bust.

36 requires 4J4 yards of 40-inch material

and
1H yards.

Chemise 8799
For small, medium, large

Embroidery Design No. 695 Embroidery Design No. 848 Embroidery Design No. 354

yard of 36-inch contrasting. Width,

Pajamas 8411
For small, medium, larae

No. 8623, Ladies' Coat Designed for 34
to 42 bust. 36 requires 2yg, yards of 40-inch,
Y yard of 36-inch. The braid Design No.
924 makes a pleasing decoration.

No. 8769, Ladies' Three-Piece Skirt; 40- or
38-inch length. Designed for 22 to 36 waist.
26 requires, 40-inch length, 2~ yards of 54-
inch material. The width around the lower
edge is 2 yards.

Nightgown 85 31
For small, medium, laree

Combination 8635
For 34-46 bust
Embroidery Design No.

No. 8387, Ladies’ Waist. Designed for 34
to 42 bust. 36 requires Y i yards of 45-inch
handkerchief linen for the blouse and 1 yard
of 27-inch contrasting. Dainty embroidered
sprays, Design No. 646, finish the collar.

No. 8773, Ladies’ Three-Piece Skirt; 40-
or 38-inch length. Designed for 22 to 36
waist. 26 requires, 40-inch length, 2¥2 yards
of 54-inch material. The width is 1Y yards.

No. 8531, Ladies’' M isses’
One-Piece Nightgown. Designed
for small, 32 to 34; medium, 36
to 38; large, 40 to 42 bust. The
medium requires 3Y yards of 36-
inch material. The width around
the lower edge is 'Y yards. Simple
in line and easy to make at home.
Developed in nainsook or crepe dp
Chine and embroidered in silk of
a contrasting color if desired. As
but an afterthought, these decora-
tive sprays, Design No. 354, appear
on the front of the nightgown.

and

No. 8635,
Corset Cover and Open or Petti-
coat Drawers. Designed for 34
to 46 bust. 36 requires 2 yards
of 40-inch material and SY yards
of lace edging. The front-closing
corset cover is attached to open
drawers which are plain at the
waistline, or petticoat drawers
which are full and in envelope style.
This is a convenient model to slip
into, and the beading with ribbon
slipped through holds it well in
place at the waistline. Developed
in nainsook. If a finer combination
is desired, crepe de Chine or Geor-
gette might be used. k and blue
beads make the artistic basket de-
sign on corset cover. The same De-
sign No. 583, used on drawers.

Ladies’ Combination

ItM

5f 8789 8791 8769 8623 8517
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New Modes And Their Underlying Princi ples

Waist 8535
For 34-44 bust

Two-Piece Skirt 8781
For 22-32 waist
Embroidery Design No. 379

No. 8535, Ladies’ Waist. Designed for 34
to 44 bust. 36 requires V/ yards of 40-inch
material, 2Z yards of 5-inch edging. The
back comes forward on shoulder and forms
yoke which hold the front fulness.

No. 8781, Ladies’ Two-Piece Skirt; straight
lower edge; 40- or 38-inch length. Designed
lor 22 to 32 waist. 26 requires 2J4 yards
of 50-inch material. The width is V/ yards.
The side seams are prettily finished with em-
broidery Design No. 379.

No. 8441, Ladies' Undergarment;
one-piece straight lower section.
Designed for 34 to 42 bust. 36
requires 13/ yards of 40-inch crepe
de Chine, V/ yards of 6-inch band-
ing, and 1 yard of ribbon for the
straps. This garment may be made
from one straight length of 36-inch
material folded underneath and the
two ends gathered to the waist sec-
tion.

No. 8771, L adies’ One-Piece
Negligee or Breakfast Coatwith
Cap. This design is suitable for 34
to 40 bust. Design requires I/\yard;
of 36-inch material for the coat, V/
yards of ribbon for the cap and 3%
yards of lace banding. A pretty
finish is the spray, Design No. 356,
on the front and sleeves of jacket.

No. 8797, Ladies’ Two-Piece Pet-

ticoat; plain or trimmed with
straight gathered flounce; 38-inch
length. Designed for 22 to 34
waist. 26 requires 22 yards of

36-inch material and 2 yards of
1672-inch  flouncing. The width
around the lower edge is W/ 2 yards.
Developed in taffeta silk or heavy
cotton backed satin.

Dress 8613 Chinese Blouse 8794
For 34-44 bust For small, medium, large
Embroider; Design No. 851
No. 8613, Ladies’ Dress; three-piece skirt

with circular peplums; instep length. De-
signed for 34 to 44 bust. 36 requires 4%
yards of 36-inch satin. The width around
the lower edge is V/ yards.

No. 8794, Ladies’ and Misses' Chinese
Blouse. Designed for small, 32; medium,
34 to 36; large, 38 to 40 bust. Medium re-

quires 2J4 yards of 36-inch material. A Chi-
nese blouse must have embroidery, so De-
sign No. 851 is developed in contrasting floss.

Tucked Skirt 8661
For 22-34 waist

Suit Dress 8798
For 34-44 bust

No. 8661, Ladies One-Piece Straight
Tucked Skirt; with or without back panel
and drapery pleated or gathered; high waist-
line; 40-inch length. Designed for 22 to 34
waist. 26 requires 3% yards of 40-inch ma-
terial. The width is 1#2 yards.

No. 8798, Ladies’ Suit Dress. Designed for
34 to 44 bust. 36 requires 3/ yards 40-inch,
W2 yards 36-inch, W2 yards 36-inch for
folds. Width, V/ yards. Stunning in its sim-
plicity is the Design No. 314, on the blouse.

Embroidery Design No. 314

Waist 8763
For 34-44 bust

Skirt8518
For 22-34 waist

No. 8763, Ladies' Waist; button-on or set-in
vest; two styles of sleeve. Designed for
34 to 44 bust. 36 requires V/ yards of 36-
inch novelty material, and Msyard of 40-inch
contrasting for the vest, collar and cuffs.

No. 8518, Ladies’ Four-Piece Skirt; high
waistline; 40-inch length. Designed for 22 to
34 waist. 26 requires 23/ yards of 54-inch
material. The width around the lower edge
is 1/s yards. Overlapping seams, back and
front.

No. 7867, Ladies’ and M isses’
One-Piece Pajamas. Designed for
small, 32 to 34; medium, 36 to 38;
large, 40 to 42 bust. The medium
requires 4 yards of 36-inch ma-
terial. The roomy pockets are fin-
ished with a frill of gathered ma-
terial.  Corresponding frills arc
formed at the ankles, where the
elastic draws in the fulness of the
pajamas. A cross-stitch is most
effective, especially when used in
rose motifs, Design No. 869.

No. 8345, Ladies' One-Piece Cor-
set Cover; to be slipped on over
the head. Designed for 34 to 42
bust. 36 requires 1 yard of 40-
inch material, V/ yards of bead-
ing and 3 yards of edging and 2%
yards of ribbon. No seams are re-
quired in this corset cover.

No. 8580, Ladies’ Knickerbock-
ers; open or closed. Designed for
22 to 34 waist. 26 requires 13/
yards of 40-inch material and 13/
yards of beading. These knickers
have fulness across the back which
in case of the open style is tied with
a tape or ribbon. Developed in
flesh-colored satin.
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Soe Pleasing Material Combinations
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Street Frocks and a Sports Costume

Another Favorite
of the Films

W ho appreciates the comforts,
the snug-fitting, the durability
of

FASHIONED HOSE

Remember the construction of
these stockings is different—
they're made on special pat-
ented machines that “knit-in”
the shape without seams. No
unsightly streaks of stitching
up the back of the leg. No
welts to walk on— just a soft
smoothness that gives comfort
with every step.

No. 8796, Ladies’ Middy Blouse; two styles of
sleeve; with or without yoke, and band at lower edge.
Designed for 34 to 42 bust. 36 requires 2% yards
of 36-inch for blouse and 3# yard of 36-inch con-
trasting for collar.

No. 8320, Ladies' Straight Pleated Skirt; high
waistline; 38-inch length. Designed for 22 to 32
waist. 26 requires 3M yards of 54-inch material.
The width around the lower edge is 234 yards.

HE proof of Swan Down's
quality is its popularity.
Used by more women than any
other American-made powder.
Get acquainted with it.
Made in white, flesh, pink,
cream and brunette. It is inex-
pensive. At good stores every-
where.
Free Sample On Request
(State shade wanted)
HENRY TETLOW CO
Established 1849
Dept. M. Philadelphia* Pa.

No. 8025, Ladies’ Dress; two styles of sleeve;
three-piece skirt; high waistline; in 39-inch length.
Designed for 34 to 48 bust. 36 requires 4*4?
yards of 36-inch material for the dress and r2
yard of 36-inch contrasting for the collar, cuffs
and pocket flaps. The width around the lower
edge is 2 yards. Simplicity is the feature of this
little frock. Buttoned down the front and but-
Dress 8025 toned on the pockets and cuffs. This model de- Dress 8757
8759 8025 For 34-48 bust serves the attention of the smart woman. For 34-44 bust
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For the Slender Maid of Sixteen

No. 8766, Misses' Coat Suit; suitable for
small women; vest with right or left closing;
two-piece skirt in two lengths; high waistline.
Designed for 16 to 20 years. 16 requires 32\
yards of 42-inch material for the suit and 54
yard of 36-inch contrasting for the collar and
vest. The width around the lower edge is
1¥t yards. The double-breasted vest is fea-
tured in this suit, and it may be lapped over
either way. The vest is attached to the front
of the coat. The vest would also be very at-
tractive if developed in cream-colored brocaded
satin.

No. 8772, Misses’ Empire Dress; suitable for
small women; closing side-front, or on shoulder
and at underarm; sleeves attached to waist or
lining; one-piece straight skirt, in two lengths,
attached to lining. Designed for 14 to 20
years. 16 requires 3J4 yards of 40-inch ma-
terial for the dress and 1 yard of 40-inch
contrasting for the panel and cuffs. The width
around the lower edge is 1/ yards. The hori-
zontal tucks give the tiered effect and preserve
the straight silhouette. The printed Georgette
is one of the newest and most attractive ma-
terials that one may use for an afternoon frock.

No. 8790, Misses’ Suit Dress; suitable for
small women; with slip-on blouse or button-
on vest; two styles of sleeve; two-piece skirt,
in two lengths; high waistline. Designed for
14 to 20 years. 16 requires 254 yards of 42-
inch material for the dress and V/2 vyards
of 40-inch contrasting for blouse and collar.
The width around the lower edge is 1/ yards.
The blouse has tiny tucks at the neckline which
hold the fulness of the front. Developed in
dark blue serge with black silk soutache braid-
ing. A band, Design No. 819, developed in
soutache braid, makes an attractive border.

No. 8664, M isses’ Dress; suitable for small
women; one-piece straight skirt, in two
lengths, with or without tucks, attached to body
lining. Designed for 16 to 20 years. 16 re-
quires 2% yards of 40-inch material and 4
yard of pleating for the collar. The width
around the lower edge is /2 yards. The bell
sleeve may be turned into a tight dart-fitted
affair by taking in the darts at the seams.
Youthful in line, and smart in style, this model
is a favorite with the Miss. Developed in fig-
ured silk or crepe de Chine it is suitable for
party or afternoon wear.

No. 8792, M isses' Dress; suitable for small
women; body and sleeve in one; one-piece
skirt, with straight lower edge, in two lengths;
attached to body lining. Designed for 16 to
20 years. 16 requires 2Z yards of 54-inch
material. The width around the lower edge
is W2 yards. This model shows the drapery
forming two horizontal tucks with two to cor-
respond on the basque. The back of the basque
and skirt are plain. The lower edge is finished
with the embroidery that appears at the neck-
line. Developed in a contrasting silk floss is
this embroidery, Design No. 782, at the neck
and lower edge of the skirt.

No. 8800, M isses’ Empire Dress; suitable for
small women; two styles of front', surplice or
closing on shoulder and at underarm; sleeves
attached to waist or lining; one-piece skirt;
straight lower edge, in two lengths, draped at
side-front or at back with panel. Designed
for 16 to 20 years. 16 requires 4 yards of
36-inch material for the dress, 54 yard of
40-inch material for the sleeves. The width
around the lower edge is V/2yards. The draped
skirt is featured in misses’ frocks, just as in
the models for the privileged matron class. Al-
though there is no trimming, this dress needs
none, for the lines alone are necessary to in-
sure its success.

No. 8788, M isses’ Dress; suitable for small
women; two styles of sleeve; minaret tunic in
one piece; one-piece foundation lengthened by
one-piece section; straight lower edge in two
lengths. Designed for 16 to 20 years. 16
requires 2% yards of 40-inch satin and 154
yards of chiffon for the sleeves, vest and tunic.
The ever-popular darning-stitch, Design No.
851, appears on the tunic directly above the
trimming band and is repeated on the
chemisette. 1f a dark neutral color is used for
the frock, such as midnight, the embroidery
gives a chance for the artist to bring real har-
mony into warring colors. The minaret tunic
is featured, which lends itself very well to a
band of contrasting material as trimming. The
tunic and foundation skirt are attached to the
body lining, which closes at the center-back.
The button-on basque has a deep opening in
the front which gives an opportunity for the
appearance of a dainty little chemisette.

8664 8790 8772 8766 8788



McCall's Magazine for March, 1QIQ

63

Silk and Wool Fashion These Chic Designs

Coat Suit 8662
For 14-20 years

Middy Dress
with Hat
8764
For 14-20 years

Dress 8708
For 16-20 years
Embroidery Design No. 890

No. 8666, Misses' Dress; suitable for small
women; straight skirt, in two lengths, with or
without tucks. Designed for 14 to 20 years.
16 requires 376 yards of 40-inch satin for
the dress and 1% yards of 36-inch satin for
the panels and sash. The width around the
lower edge is 1J4 yards. The narrow tucks are
placed wide apart and the whole cluster gives
the effect of a wide band at the bottom of the
very narrow skirt. The waist, which fastens in
the front, has panels back and front, meeting
on the shoulders in a point.

No. 8564, Misses' Dress; suitable for small
women; two styles of sleeve; straight gathered
skirt, in two lengths, with or without tucked
panels. Designed for 14 to 20 years. 16 re-
quires 3 yards of 40-inch material for the dress
and yard of 36-inch contrasting for the yoke
and gathered sleeves. The width around the
lower edge is 1Y yards. This charming model
is suitable for afternoon or evening wear, for
the short sleeve may be lengthened by a flaring
sleeve gathered in to a cuff at the wrist.

No. 8780, M isses’ T hree-Piece Suit; suitable
for small women; box coat; slip-on blouse,
opening on shoulder; and two-piece skirt, in
two lengths; high waistline. Designed for 14
to 20 years. 16 requires 2% yards of 54-inch
material for the coat and skirt, 2 yards of 40-
inch for the blouse and collar. The width
around the lower edge is 1Ys yards. This
model is very effective. The vest, is finished at
the lower edge with an attractive embroidered
band, Design No. 782.

No. 8708, Misses’ Dress; suitable for small
women; closing center-back or on shoulder and
at underarm; two styles of sleeve attached to
waist or lining; straight skirt, in two sections;
two lengths. Designed for 16 to 20 years.
16 requires 2 yards of 54-inch plain material
and 1J4 yards of 36-inch contrasting. The
width is V2 yards. For the bead design on
the front of the blouse, the pleasing Design No.
890 is used. The tucks in the skirt are re-
peated in the waist and sleeves.

No. 8602, Misses' Dress; suitable for small
women; one-piece mandarin blouse, closing
center-back or on shoulder; straight lower
edge; one-piece skirt, in two lengths, and
sleeves attached to underbody. Designed for 14
to 20 years. 16 requires 22 yards of 36-inch
satin for the dress, 1 yard of 54-inch serge for
the overblouse and cuff facing, and Y yard of
36-inch for the puff sleeves. The width around
the lower edge is IYs yards. The puff sleeve
offers an opportunity for an excellent contrast
of materials. The mandarin jacket is worn
over a tight one-piece straight skirt which is
attached to lining. If mandarin sleeves are
used they, too, are attached to lining. The il-
lustration shows the sleeve turned back on
itself, forming a cuff which permits the wear-
ing of a tiny puff sleeve underneath.

No. 8662, Misses’ Coat Suit; suitable for
small women; double or single breasted; two
styles of sleeve; one-piece straight skirt, in two
lengths; high waistline. Designed for 14 to 20
years. 16 requires 2Y yards of 54-inch ma-
terial for the suit and 1 yard of 27-inch for
the collar facing. The width around the lower
edge is W2 yards. The straight lines of this
suit conform to the spring modes and the coat
may be either single breasted with shawl col-
lar, or double breasted with stand up turn-
over collar.

No. 8764, Misses’ Middy Dress with Hat;
suitable for small women; blouse with or with-
out yoke, to be worn inside or outside of skirt;
two styles of sleeve; detachable belt; two-piece
skirt, in two lengths. Designed for 14 to 20
years. 16 requires 2/ yards of 54-inch serge
for the dress and Y% yard of 36-inch satin for
the hat. The width around the lower edge is
V/ yards. This design features the low Bal-
kan waistline, which appears in the sports as
well as more dressy designs. The lower edge
of the waist is finished with a narrow belt
which opens at the side seam and buttons
snugly around the hip. The wide belt is snapped
to the waist, the snaps being sewed to the up-
per edge of the belt. Peter Thompson sleeves
may be used if desired. The two-piece skirt
buttons at the side seam and is full enough to
allow freedom in walking. This is an ideal
costume for sports wear, especially tennis, for
it is kept in place and one may remain quite
neat looking through the most active game.
Dark blue serge or white serge would be pretty
and for very warm weather, summery ma-
terials might be used. All the charm of youth
is retained in this charming and dignified sports
costume, and its many attributes are consoli-
dated in one of the season’s smartest creations.



No 8778, Girl's
Three - Piece Suit,
coat, slip-on blouse and
two-piece skirt. De-
signed for 6 to 14
years. 12 years requires
234 yards of 48-inch
plaid, and 2 yards of
36-inch plain for col-
lar, blouse and belt

cRjuth  JhotHr
cKio-rako-U, affix

Mellin’
Food

Mellin's Food prop-
erly prepared furnishes
every element a baby
needs to grow strong
and develop as Nature
intends. That is why
Mellin’s Food babies
grow so strong, robust
and vigorous.

Mellin's Food Company
Boston, Mass.

The correct underwaist
Romping, jumping boys and girls like the kit-

ist that doesn't restrain, bind or grip them.
Millions of methers for three generations have Dress 8760

shown a marked preference for the For 6-14 years
Enbroidery

Resign

The original knit waist—not woven—the
elastic knit fabric Jgives.”  Tapes correctly
placed to support weight of outer-garments
direct from shoulders.  Sizes 1 to 13 yean

Ask your dealer to also show you the
Nazareth Waist Union Suit
1 Always look for the Nazareth trademark in
goods stores everywhere _ _
If not al your dealers, write us. J 8786
NAZARETH WAIST CO., Dept. I\
349 Broadway, New York 11,1/
Mill at Nazareth, Pa. '

-Maternity-

E'K SteS S ;style Book

Larve BryaivK” i write For other de-
FifthAve strctNewYorl  TODAY STIPLORs, osee

No. 8762, Gi
underarm  with
straight lower edge
years. 6 years

No. 8760, Girl's Dress; Chinese blouse,
straight lower edge; straight pleated skirt
lining. Designed for 6 to
years. 12 years re-
quires 3$4 yards of
40-inch mate rial,

attached to

k
A QU

Dress 8786
For 1-6 years
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-~ Spring’sNewConceptions peorit let him

1's Jumper Dress, closing at
guimpe; two-piece skirt;
Designed for 4 to 14
requires IjHf yards of 36-
inch plain and % yard of 40-inch figured

breach knots

used to develop the
Design No. 840, on
~ront blouse

y and pockets.

Middy Suit 8776
r 2-6 years
Embroidery Design No. 833

~ catch cold

little Kondon'’s snuffed up each
nostril night and morning, will do
wonders in preventing or remedy-
ing winter colds and contagions.

Encourage your children to clear their
heads with Kondon's, as regularly as they
brush their teeth

Free
"20' Treatment
Coupon
Atin (large enough for 20 applications) will be

mailed to you free of charge on receipt of your
name and address.

1 got homewith my son Thurman
all rightand | am thankfulfor
whatyoualldid for him. IVhen
J took him to your_Sanitarium
Afrilthe1sth. m S, he walked
on tot of hisfoot hut now he
walksflatandstraight. | wish
every crippled child couldooeto
your Sanitariumandget treated
for 1 knowyou coulddotherngood.

Deformed By
Infantile Paralysis

urman Farley, Chickasba, Okla., walked on
the side of his Ieft foot when he came to the
McLain Sanitarium for treatment of Infantile
Paralysis. His father's letter above tells the
result of that treatment. The photographs
prove his stater

ments.
For Crippled Children
The McLain'Sanitarium is a thoroughly equip-
of Club Feet, InfantileParalysis,
Neck.

ses and Deformities, Wry
Diseacesof the joints, especially

ur
m

~ = j¢ = 1 Should be a healthy
happy growing baby

v iV? if it has loving care,

JIM*  proper food and com-

fortable, hygienic clothing.

~NON-NETTLE WHITE FLANNELS

Are the softest, smoothest and least irritating flan-
pels magle (65¢ fo 8200 a yard) and are sold only
by Us. <Non-Nettle " stamped every half yard on

te Gar-
indreds
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For the You

No. 8692, Child's Dress. Designed for 6
months to 4 years. 2 years requires 15~ yards
of 36-inch material and 1$4 yards of insertion
This very simple little baby dress features the
one-piece yoke. A baby's dress is dainty with
embroidery, so Design No. 884 is used.

No 8756, Girl's Convertible Dress;
overdress to be slipped on over the head,
closing on shoulder; straight skirt, pleated
or gathered, attached to waist. De-
signed for 6 to 14 years. 12 years
requires 1¥S yards of 40-inch ma-
terial for the

overdress and 2$i

yards of 36-inch

contrasting for the

dress. In worsted

is the design, No

782, developed on

the overdress
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FOIKS which Bottle will your
Baby Nurse?

No. 8768, Girl's
Buttonless D ress,
to be slipped on
over the head, with
guimpe Designed
for 4 to 14 years
8 years requires 154s
yards of 36-inch
material for the
dress and 1 yard of
36-inch contrasting
for theguimpe. Sim-
plicity and charm
delightfully com -
bined

Look for the name

"Hygeia " onpackage,
breast and food-cell

This one which was
the cause of the child
nearly dying ?

The Old-Fashioned Nursing Bottle
has a choked neck.

The choked neck of this bottle collects
germs and seriously interferes with
getting bottle clean—and safe

If abrush on a wire be used to swab
out the inside of a small neck—what
keeps the brush clean ?

Even mother's care in washing these
bottles fails too oftento preventbaby's
illness.  Nobody recommends this
bottle. Ignorance, carelessness or a
false economy alone accounts for it
selling at all

Many physicians be
plaint is the dirty nursing bottle.

own baby?

The Hygeia Nursing Bottle has no
neck at all.

The Hygeia Nursing Bottle is as
easily cleaned as a glass tumbler
Itis safe for baby.

Hygeia needs nobrush to clean inside
—butyou can getyour fingers and a
cloth in ifyou want to.

The average servant can be trusted
to keep aHygeia clean. Physicians,
nurses, druggists, thinking mothers
recommend the Hygeia Nursing
Bottle. Always ask your druggist
for the Hygeia by name

ve that the sole cause of summer com-

Milk is one of the quickest known germ breeders. Millions of
disease germs can develop in an hour in the tiniest milk-fleck.
This pin-point of infection will instantly poison a bottle of the
purest, cleanest, and highest grade milk.

HYGEIA NURSING BOTTLE CO.

ABY'’'S start in life depends
guards her sacred charge.

, Inc., 1206 Main St.. Buffalo, N. Y.

NURSING
BOTTLE

Baby's Start in Cife

on how the prospective mother

At this time the proper corset is of vital importance. No ordinary
corset will answer, and many corsets sold as Maternity garments are

far from scientifically designed.

The Ferris Maternity Corset is the result of forty years' experience
in corset manufacture— it gives just the proper support to mother
and child, hygienic comfort and graceful, concealing lines.

For baby's sake and your own— see that the name Ferris” is on
your maternity corset.  The better stores sell them.

An interesting and instructive booklet * Good Sense Rules for Prospective

Mothers” will be mailed in a plain
Our complete catalog showing Corded

and Maternity Corsets will be sent also

envelope without charge on request.
Corsets, Sport Corsets, Corset Waists

THE FERRIS BROS. CO., 48-50-52 E. 21st Street, New York

Ge rris JV [aternity Corsets
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SLOGAN originated by millions of thrifty women throughout
the country who have made old straw hats look just as good
as new with

COLORS OLD a NEW STRAW HATS
Fine for coloring your hat just the shade to match a new dress or to
re-color this year's hat that has begun to look faded. There is nothing
just as good as Colorite.
It is a liquid sold in a bottle with a brush for applying. It is waterproof and
durable. Easily applied by anyone. Dries in thirty minutes. Also fine for color-
ing Satin, Silk and Canvas Slippers, Basketry, Leather Hand Bags and Belts
Sold by Drug and Department'Stores throughout the United States and Canada
If your dealer cannot supply you, we will send a bottle of Colorite postpaid upon
receipt of 30 cents. Be sure to name color you want.

16 COLORS TO SUIT YOUR TASTES:

Jet Black Navy Blue Cerise Lavender
Dull Black Cadet Blue BurntStraw old Rose
cardinal Red Victory Blue Brown Gray
Yellow Sage Green Violet Natural

Directions on each box for mixing to obtain most any desired shade.

CARPENTER-MORTON COMPANY

Established 1840
Makers of the Famous Economy Products
82 Sudbury Street

Canadian Distributors: A. Ramsay & Son Co.,

Boston, Mass.
Montreal

Here are

a few of the

many ingenious

and saving ways to

use this good elastic in

the home—and out of it.

Nat only for underwear and rs

but for household articles, Broom-
covers, curtain-rods— lots of things!

TRADE MARK REG. U. S. PAT. OFF.
"The Original Garter Elastic on a Key-Winding Reel”
American Madeby American Mills
It has the quality which stretches far, rebounds easily and
keeps life long. For 70years it has been the standard quality—
and it costs no more than the ordinary kind of elastic.

This Non-Elastic Dress Banding iS for the woman who
particular about the fit of her skirt_and what true woman |
not? Curvedge Banding (both “Plain” and * Sta-up”) is "ma

on'a curve" and sets perfectly to the figure without wrlnklmg

THE AMERICAN MILLS COMPANY OF NEW YORK
395 Broadway Originators and Sole Producers NEW YORK
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Old Clay for New

[Continued jrom page is]

“Don't you get the gay, blithe spirit of
it2" March mocked. “Slatin says it's there,
so it must be. But I'll admit it's over my
head.”

“same here. Tell you what—let's beat
it when no one's looking. | want to go
home."

“Motion carried. We'll see if we can
get away with it.”

So it was still early when Walter, his
spirits curiously high, turned the key in
his own door. He was whistling one of the
airs from the show; so much of it he had
carried away with him. There was no
light in the place when he went in

“Hello!" he said to himself. “Edna
must be out!”

He could look into the studio. Moon-
light was pouring in through the great
windows; the room was bathed in a soft,
faint light. He took off his coat, still whis-
tling. Then, in the middle of a note, the air
was silenced. He stood, like one of his
own figures, a dancer, tense. He was lis-
tening.

The sound of strangled sobbing came to
his ears. It rose and fell, not regularly, but
in a strange, terrible, unrhythmic measure.
The sobs rose agonizingly, and then were
caught and held, choked down

“Edna!” he cried. He dropped his coat,
and ran into the studio. She lay on the
floor, her head buried in her arms. Her
body rose and fell with the sobs that shook
her. He had eyes for nothing else. He
ran to her, lifted her, stared, incredulous,
at her white face. It was ugly. It was
disfigured. It was furrowed by her tears,
and streaked. Her hair was disordered. A
curious instinct made him brush it from
her forehead as he held her, and at the
touch of his hand she broke into a new
paroxysm of sobbing

“Oh, Walter!” she said, chokingly
“You—you ought to kill me—"

“What is it?" he asked. “Edna—my
dear— Why, I've never seen— you've never
been like this! Even when Bobby was com-
ing—and we were so poor— I've never seen

you cry like thist My dear—my dear— I"

She broke away from him

“Walter 1" she cried “Can’'t you see?
Look 1"

She flung out her arm. It was white in
the moonlight. He turned and stared, his
eyes following hers. For the first time he
was conscious of something that had
troubled him when he first glanced into
the moonlit room Something was wrong
with the great statue that had filled and
dominated the room. A mass still loomed
there, but it was a shattered, formless thing

“1— Joffre and Bobby and I—" Edna
was fighting for breath, struggling to force
her words to some semblance of coherence
“1 was playing with them. It was my fault
We were running. | bumped into him— oh,
Walter— kil me— 1*

“My dear—you didn't mean to— "

Sheer tenderness, pity, ruled him. He
tried to draw her to him. But she slipped
from his arms.

“But—oh, Walter— that statue! The
greatest thing anyone had ever done! You
—my husband—my mam—your work— the
one thing you've done since you've had to
think of me and care for me that's been
worth while! The thing all your work and
your success have made it possible for you
to dol Oh, I've been so proud! Walter—
I've come here while you were out and
worshiped that statue! I've acted and felt
in here as people do in church. It made
this room a shrine for me! It was a temple
of beauty and truth—and I've ruined it!"

“Ednal” Walter's voice rang out, joy-
ous, triumphant. “Oh—you did know! You
did understand!”

Amazed, she stood still. He caught her
quickly to him. His lips found hers and
clung to them. In that embrace they raced
back through the years to emotions and
sensations almost forgotten, almost re-
nounced Reluctantly, at last, he
let her go. But he caught her to him, once
again. He laughed. His laugh rang out
through the great, high-ceilinged room

“Walter!” she cried, her voice edged

with her pain. “Don't! | can't bear it!"
“You don't know!" he cried. “Oh,
Edna— I'Ve been such a fool—such a blind

fooll Mike!” Contemptuously he kicked a
fragment of the huge torso. “What I've
found out to-night is worth a dozen of
him! Listen to me!”

In a swift rush of words he told her of
the thoughts, the doubts, that had tor-
mented him that afternoon after he had
stopped work, and of the agony of these
months of fear that the twilight of their
marriage had come

“I thought you didn't understand!” he
cried. “And all the time you knew! Oh,
my dear— Edna—my wife! Mike! I'm
glad he's gone— the statue I'm going to do
to take his place will be so much better—
as much better as that broken thing was
better than the Faun!”

For just a moment, before she slipped
into his arms again, he saw her eyes, shin-
ing in the moonlight

1Q1IQ

Furnish 2 to 3 Rooms
For 17c a Day

Now you may furnish anew one room or a whole
home on the most convenient terms imaginable.
Take two years to pay for Furnishings bought on
this new Faclury to-Family Plan. Payments as
low as 17ca day.
800 Larkln Home Furnishings
on Easy Monthly Payments A
Compare quality and price of Larkin Furnishings
with furnishings offered by others. Our quality is
the highest. Our low Factory-to-Fam-
ily prices will save you many
ollars. Before buying your
f Furnishings this season leam
* about this offer, i

This Big 104-Page
Book FREE

THREE BALLS
Made This Yoke

n o.
Three balls of Richardson's (Guaranteed) R. M., C.
Green Label Mercerized Crochet Cotton and a few
fours of your time" pleasantly spent. will make a
beautifulyoke
Crochet the Richardson way. = The instructions are
simple and economical.  AsK fol
RICHARDSON SN
R.M.C.Cordonnet, Art. 65  |pVj
Green Label Crochet Cotton

This is the genuine, mercerized, washable Cordonnet
Crochet omm—me choiceof eﬂ>§)er!_s Made in

AlAlI Stores S1.SO a Box ot 10 Balls

SPECIAL OFFER
jfrop cannotbuy R. M C. Art..66. Inyour town. accent no
rewill

RO e 2 ety thg

e Newest Liberty Colors in awealth of gorgeous
S, oG TGl richnessofcolor the recuired
weight and finish for modish

In Georgette and Crepe de Ghine wie offer our newest
shades

Victory Rose, Victory Red, Victory Blue
swellas the beautiful but less vivid Tea Bose, Turquoise,
rehid, League Blue and Sunset.

Regular lines of Calors in’ Crepe de Chine, Georgette,

A SIIkS are offered at Direct from the Hill prices
and samples will be gladly sent upon request. _Kindi
PN O SHIC arl SHELES YU TSt ItSrestoa

Real Rest

COMFY SLIPPERS rest
the feet. And resting the
feet rests the whole body.

Daniel Green Felt Shoe Co.
126 East 13th SL. New York

COMFY,
| SLIPPERS =

ZndV\Book FREH

Shm{vsmmatn dlffevenr gleﬁ 0{ tran

S R

Ilésl ior) on
e
Lifbe

b
R S FASHIO N COMPANY

109 I\Fz
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The Gay New Embroideries

That Kiddies Like

Helen Thomas

-Embroidery Design for Rose Motifs and Border. A ga

Noah's Ark
Animals

950

and charming

y
trimming in outline- and single-stitch for a simple little frock like No.

6430 shown above.

-Embroidery Design for Child’s Hat.
3- to 6-year child

-Embroidery Design for Outlining.

A sweet and practical style for a

Matches design No. 947 for dress.

These_little_geese make the cun-

ningest possible decoration on rompers, designed like the one pictured—

No. 7790.

-Embroidery Design for Noah's Ark figures. 4 inches high. Designed in
a quaint fashion these are of unending interest to the kiddies when out-

lined on crib cover, play mat, etc

Fashion Descriptions

Descriptions for page 64

No. 8786, Child’s Dress; body and sleeve in one; two-piece skirt
Designed for 1 to 6 years
inch for the waist and 1% yards of 36-inch contrasting for the

section

skirt and collar. Just as fascinating as the dimpled knees that show
beneath it is this frock of combined material

No. 8776, Boy's Middy
Suit; middy to be slipped
on over the head. Designed
for 2 to 6 years. 4 yearsre-
quires % yard of 36-inch
material for the middy, 54
yard of 50-inch contrasting
for the trousers, collar and
cuffs. Middy suit must have
an emblem, so Design No
833 is put on the sleeve

No. 8782, Child's Empire
Coat; three-piece or straight
gathered skirt section. De-
signed for 2 to 12 years. 8
years requires 2 yards of 48-
inch material for the coat
and ¥2yard of 36-inch con-
trasting for the collar and
cuffs. The three-piece skirt
section with the seams at
the underarms is set under
the yoke plain. The collar
and cuffs just had to be em-
broidered, so this darning-
stitch, Design No. 851, is
used.

No 8770, Girl's Empire
Dress; straight skirt. De-
signed for 4 to 14 years. 8
years requires 254 yards of
36-inch material. The belt
and straps are separate and
the waist and skirt are at-
tached; or, if desired, the
skirt may be attached to the
belt and the straps. French
knots are used to develop
embroidery, Design No. 890,
on the straps and belt

4 years requires 1 yard of 36-

Suitable for school

Suit 8018
For 2-6 years

N 0.8018,Boy's Suit; No. 8732, Boy's Set
of Short Clothes.

knee trousers. De-
signed for 2 to 6
years. 6 years re-
quires 1J4 yards of
32-inch material for
blouse and 1J4 yards
of 44-inch contrasting.

Designed

months to 3 years. 3
years requires 2 yards
of 32-inch, 1 yard of
48-inch, 54 yard of
27-inch for collar

Descriptions for page 65

Set of Short Clothes 8732
For 6 monthsto 3 years

for 6
bocker

6 to 14 years.
years

Designed for 6 to 14 years

occasion

No. 8704, Boy's Suit;
with or without yoke
and straps; knicker-
and knee
trousers. Designed for

requires 254
yards of 54-inch serge.

No. 8758, Girl's Dress, with panel vest; straight tunic attached to
waist; straight gathered skirt
requires 2% yards of 36-inch material for the dress and 54 yard of
36-inch contrasting for the collar, vest and girdle.
party wear or any other dressy

8 years

Suitable for
Featuring the collar

No. 8774, Child’s Slip-On
Romper with Hat, suitable
for boy or girl. Designed
for 6 months to 3 years. 3
years requires 254 yards of
27-inch material for the suit
and 54 yard of 36-inch con-
trasting for the collar and
cuffs. The hat is in three
pieces; oval crown, circular
brim, and headband

No. 8646, Girl's Empire
Dress; two styles of sleeve;
straight skirt, pleated or
gathered. Designed for 6 to
14 years. 8 years requires
2 yards of 40-inch material
for the dress and 54 yard of
36-inch contrasting for the
collar. The deep yoke opens
at the center-back as far as
the skirt portion. Soutache
braiding in white is used to
develop the Design No
811 at the bottom of the
skirt.

No. 8784, Girl's Dolman;
with or without inverted
pleat at the center-back. De-
signed for small, 4 to 6;
medium, 8 to 10; large, 12
to 14 years. The medium
requires 2j4 yards of 48-
inch material for the coat
and Y2 yard of 36-inch con-
trasting for the collar and
cuffs. This model features
the smart lines of the dol-
man wrap coat. The body
and sleeve are in one

Package Outfit, No. 132—SI-50

HAND EMBROIDERED!

I-low often have you heard this said
and you have commented on the beauty
of hand embroidered things, but have
you ever realized the economy of Hand
Embroidery through the use of Royal
Society Package Outfits ?
Have you ever really investigated Royal
Society Package Outfits? Have you
compared the values offered in_these
packages with the actual cost of ma-
terials to make the various_ articles ?
Compare them—and their prices—with
the Usual ready-to-wear garments and
you will be astonished at ‘the contents
of a Royal Society Package Outit -
the excellent quality, painstaking work-
manship, style, design, completeness
and unusually moderate cost.
They have enabled thousands of women
not only to enjoy the most delightful
of decorative arts but to economically
provide themselves, their children and
their homes with most exquisite
hand embroidered articles at a fraction
of the usual cost
Every Package contains the stamped
ial either made up or ready for
making, sufficient floss to complete the
embroidery and instructions.

Send for Spring Circular of 59 New Design:

Directions in Crochet Book No. 13

TheNew Crochet— MosaicFilet

Is carried out in two colors and gives
beautiful effects on Lingerie Yokes, etc
It is simple to work, more attractive
than plain filet, especially dainty with

(Pordichet

perfect Qrocfet Cotton

which is suitable for all kinds of Lace
Making, Crochet. Tatting and Macrame
Colors  Sizes 3. 10. 30, 50, 70. White
and Ecru Sizes | to 100. Directions
for Mosaic Filet, plain and fancy Knit-
ting. Arabian Crochet, etc., are in

Crochet and Knitting Book, No. 13
Just Issued. Sendfor Copy. Price 10c
Royal Society Products are sold
by dealers everywhere

H. E. Verran Co., Inc.

Union Square, West New York

67
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If the great war had been fought
in George Washington’s time

Of all the military problems that
confronted George Washington
there was none greater than that
of feeding his armies.

Meat, the fighting man’s most
important ration then as now, was
especially hard to obtain. Much
of the time his soldiers had to de-
pend for sustenance on what they
could get by foraging.

America’s job of meat supply, in
the great war just ended, was a
thousandfold bigger than Wash-
ington’s. It was a job of feeding
not only our own huge forces here
and abroad but the Allied armies
as well.

America succeeded because she
had at her command what Wash-
ington didn't have—thousands of
prosperous farms and centralized
large-scale organizations like
that of Swift Company for
the production and distribution
of meat.

How well America succeeded,
how well her meat machinery

stood the test, is evidenced by a
French military authority who not
only said that France could not
have held out without our support,
but asserted that “the men over
there in the French trenches are
the best-fed men in Europe.”

To give some idea of the im-
mensity of the food problem—
Swift & Company in one single
month shipped 2,012 carloads of
provisions overseas, valued at
$21,268,000.

If America had been dependent
on the meat supply methods of
Washington’s time, or even of
Civil War time, it is not difficult
to imagine what would have
happened.

Speaking along this line, an
American official said that it would
have been a super-human task to
gather and handle the meat neces-
sary to feed the people during this
great war if conditions had been
the same as they were “during the
Civil War, when the meat industry
was scattered all over the country.”

Swift & Company, U. S. A.

Established 1868

A nation-wide organization owned by more than 23,000 stockholders



Cooking— Pastries— Bread
and Cakes— Puddings

~T'HOUSANDS of good cooks will tellyou thattheynever knew the full possibilities
41- ofCom Starch until they chanced on Argo Com Starch—soverypure and delicate.

These three recipes suggest the range of uses for Argo—crisp, flaky pastry; delicious

rolls, bread and biscuits; rich,
Banana Fritters
0 bananas, 9 cup of flour, two tablespoonfuls Argo
teaspoonful baking powder, %
spoonful san yolk of one egg, white Focaton stif, e
teaspoonful Mazoln oil, one tablespoouful milk, one tea-
spoonful Karo Syrup. Siftfloor, sall and baklng powder

bowl, add yolk of egg and mil id beaten
white, beatwith egg bealerull smtmlh T Spli
‘two bananas cut e:

glveselghlpleces) dip each plece separatel{m AL
atter and fry In hot Masada - - - - - rowa co
Romave, drain and sorve vagh lemon saLce.

LEMON SAUCE—One lemon, one level tahlespoonful
Argo Com Starch, yi pint cold water, one tablespoon-
fulKaro. Place water in asaucepan with grated lemon
rind, corn starch and Karo, set over fire and boil Jive
minuites (counting from the time it begins to boil), add
juice of lemon, mix and serve.

Argo Cream Puffs and Eclaires

34 enp floor, 1 tablespoouful Argo Com Starch, J4enp
water, 1full'tablespoouful Mazola, 2 whole eggs and 1

tender cakes; and dozens of unusual desserts.

yolk, '/, teaspoonful salt. ~Sift flour, com starch and
saltin a deep bowl. Placewater, with Mazola over the
fire. As soon asit boils add flour, corn tarch and salt.
Stir with awooden spoon and boil to a round ball of
paste. Transfer to bowl again and let stand to cool—
about ten minutes; then add 1 egg, beat 5 minutes, add
second egg, beat again 5 minutes; next add yolk, and
again beat mixture 5 minutes. (The more the mixture
is beaten the lighteritis.) Put mixture in a pastry bag
with a No. 2 plain tube, press onto greased tins in
rounds for Cream Pulls and in finger lengths for Ec-
laires. (Not too close together.) Brush each over with
the white eft from third eqg, place in a medium hot
oven, and bake till done—when they loosen from pan.
When cold.  Fill with following Argo cream filling:

ARGO CREAM FILLING — 34 tablespoonful Argo
Corn Starch, /; cup milk, two tablespoonfuls Karo,
teaspoonful salt, yolk of one egg, J4 teaspoonful vanilla.
Place salt,” com starch and Karo over the fire,
boi utes (counting from time it begins to boil)
toeh e yolk ofegg, boil up, add vanilla. Let cool
and then it is ready to fill Cream Puffs or Eclaires.

Askyour grocer for our Cook Book—or write us direct.

And send us your favorite Corn Starch Recipes.

Thous-

ands of Argo Users would be glad to know them.

CORN PRODUCTS REFINING COMPANY

Dept. B P.O

KARO is a delicious syrup.
delicacy of your cooking. <j

Box 161,

New York City

1t not only conserves sugar, but adds materially to the
MAZOLA is thefine, pure oil from corn

IVonderful

or shortening, frying and. salad dressing.



The Oldest of Tollet
Requisites

HE beautiful women

Tof Ancient Egypt
were well versed in

toilet arts, but they knew
that radiant cleanliness was the

crowning art of all.

They chose Palm and Olive
Oils their most important toilet
requirements.

Modern women, equally fas-
tidious, also are lavish in the
daily use of these great natural
cleansers.

Their combination in famous
Palmolive produces the most
popular toilet soap measured by
sales volume.

Palmolive Soap is sold by
dealers everywhere and sup-
plied by popular hotels in guest-
room size

Send 25 cents in stamps for
travelette case containing eight
miniature packages of favorite
Palmolive specialties.

THE PALMOLIVE COMPANY
Milwaukee, U. S. A.

The Palmolive Company
of Canada, Limited
Toronto, Ontario

Painted for Palmolive Co. By Coles Phillips



